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	1. Murder

**_Hi, guys. RNC, back with another story. This is How to Be a Hero, a superhero AU. Hiccup's origin story is based on the Flash, yes, as well as some of the elements of the Story. This is a mass crossover of DC and Marvel as well, including heroes from both universes as superhumans. Consider this an alternate universe of Marvel and DC alike. You can expect to see people like various X-Men, Avengers, members of the Justice League and many, many more as superhumans. Yes, I am a massive superhero fan, and I can't wait for Avengers Age of Ultron. Anyway, here's the story!_**

_Can I tell you something? You listening well and good? Well, um, here's a good story for you. May name is Hiccup Haddock. I'm twenty, I, uh, I have a degree in engineering... And the reality I live in is a lot different from yours. While some stories have, demons, or dragons, we have superhumans. _

_A superhuman is a alternate species of humans. We have these, these powers and abilities. Common ones include super-speed, teleportation, pyrokenisis and superstrengh. But there are more. A lot more. _

_And I am one of them. But we're... Not well loved. But anyway, the story I'm about to tell you is mine. I made a lot of mistakes, and lost some stuff along the way, but now my kind is on the brink of a new event._

_But here's the story of how it all came about. And this is where it starts... For me, anyway._

_Eight Years Ago:_

I curled up in my bedsheets, trying to sleep. Something was happening to me, to my body, though my dad said I should survive. I didn't feel like it though. I felt like I was about to explode, like my bones were about to shoot into splinters and my body was about to rip itself apart. Sweat coated my forehead, which, like the rest of my skin, had become black and hard and bumpy. There were growths on my back, and the back of my waist.

I hissed in pain and sat up. The room was pitch black, almost. The only light came from the cracks between the window shudders. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. There was a kind of thickly sensation behind my eyelids, and I squeezed them shut, rubbing them a bit before shaking my head.

When I reopened my eyes, everything seemed... Clearer. Not exactly full blown vision, as if it were daytime, but I could clearly see all the outlines, and most of the details, of everything around me, though they seemed to be a bit of a greenish tint. I looked at the mirror on my door and jumped back a bit, startled.

My eyes had become catlike, leaving no whites and shifting from the usual grass shade to an intense acid green that kind of scared me a little. I shook and clenched my teeth as another bout of pain rocked through me.

Then, without warning, was the moment my life was changed forever. A loud roar ripped through the house, like an angry animal. I bolted to my feet, and, being the curious kid I was dashed straight for the door, ignoring the immense amount of pain I was in.

When I got down there, my now-freakish eyes widened in shock. I couldn't see it in full clarity, but in the bedroom, circling my mother, was a monster. It had enormous wings and a long, thick tail. It's legs were thick and so was its head, and a large pair of eyes, dis colored by the green tint in my vision, were stark against the dark background.

And then I noticed something else. It was prowling around something like a jungle cat. Standing in the middle of the living room, with the creature circling it, was-

"Mom!" I yelled, and the thing turned at the sound of my voice. I supported myself against the railing of the stairs and groaned as the ridges in my back grew another couple of inches. Mom was looking like a deer in the headlights, completely frozen and glued to the spot, as if she had been hoping to convince it she wasn't there, or that she wasn't a threat.

But that ended when I had opened my big mouth. The thing started to stomp towards me, snarling and hissing, wings starting to get splayed out. I screamed, and Mom rushed forward, throwing her full weight against its side.

My Dad came running down the stairs, his eyes widening in shock when he saw me, then the monster. It had refocused its attentions on my mother, who started backing up, a terrified look on her face. It pounced, and Dad ran to help her, yelling something incomprehensible.

I would have gone next, but my body was spiked with another wave of pain. I groaned, and fell to my knees, blackness creeping over my vision. The world dissolved into a mess of colors, sounds and smells. Dad yelling, Mom screaming. The beast roaring. And I can only remember feeling one thing:

Terror. Terror of what was happening to me, and what was happening to my mother. My sort-of-night vision was flickering on and off, and my eyes went cloudy as pain rocketed up my bones, across my skin, and through my mind, all the while my body was changing. I had wings and a tail of my own. My head was huge, and there were these dorsal fin things in my back. My chubby seven-year-old fingers had become curved, though slightly dull, claws.

When my vision cleared from the pain, I looked around, barely making out anything in the weary haze of exaustion. All I knew was that I could smell blood, and that my body was different. I let myself fall to the ground, too weak mentally and physically to stay awake any longer.

When I woke up a pair of small but strong hands were keeping me upright, one of the arms around my shoulders in a hug. I groaned and weakly tried to open my eyes. I was human again, that much I knew. I could feel my arms and legs against and the wings and tail were gone.

When I finally managed to open my eyes, I saw who was holding me. A girl, about six or seven, like me, with braided blond hair and big blue eyes. She was sitting next to me and keeping me upright, a sad look on her face.

She was Astrid Hofferson, my best friend at school, and the toughest little girl around. She wasn't normal, and I wasn't normal, so we made a pretty good match. But that wasn't what I was worried about. Astrid was crying- and Astrid never cried. She had thicker skin then me, and that's saying something.

"Astrid?" I questioned, still sleepy, and she started, apparently not realizing I was awake until that moment. Once she saw my confused expression, though, she panicked. "Hiccup," she said. "I'm so, so sorry."

And that was when my gut iced over completely. She never said sorry either. Not out of pity, or regret. But now she was spouting like she couldn't think of anything else to possibly say. I moved away from her a little, but her grip on me only tightened, pulling me closer and looking at me with deep regret.

We were outside, on the bench in the garden of my house. We lived a ways out of town, in an older house near the woods, with a big garden and no neighbors. The street leading to the house was filled with squad cars and an ambulance. I looked around as a body under a sheet was loaded into the emergency vehicle.

Somebody was dead.

"Astrid," I looked at her. "Astrid, what's going on?" She bit her lip, and to my horror, little tears started to gather around her eyes. She swallowed, and shook her head. Her father was standing with the other police officers as my Dad was led to one of the cars, arms cuffed behind his back.

I looked at her, panicking. "Astrid, tell me, _what's going on_?!"

* * *

><p><em>That as the worst night of my life. The beast had killed my mother, a single stab to the gut with its claw. Dad had somehow ended up with a bloody knife in his hands by the time the police had gotten there, and no clue how it happened. <em>

_He ended up jailed and convicted for life. There was no one around for miles to hear the beast roaring and only me and Dad's word to go on, and how likely was it that they would believe either one of us? They already had problems with each other, this was common knowledge. Yes, they butted heads occasionally, but my parents would never raise a hand against each other. _

_Me, on the other hand, I ended up going to live with Astrid and her dad, Quentin. They were a surrogate family to me anyways. I moved into the room right across from Ast, and the two of us kinda grew up together. I wasn't adopted, or in foster care, or anything, I just lived in the house. Technically, legally, my guardians were the Jourgensons, my cousins on my Dad's side, but in all honesty, they didn't want me, I didn't want them, so it was either be miserable or have a permanent sleepover with Astrid. It was a great system for everyone, no party had to deal with someone they couldn't stand, I got to be around my best friend, everything worked out great. _

_So, that's most of my life's story, up until I turned fifteen and went into the Guardian Academy._

_Ok, at this point there is some explaining to be done. Fifty years ago, the world was rocked by some kind of event no ones been able to figure out. It wasn't a nuclear bomb, or planet-wide radiation poisoning or anything. It was just... A flash. Something happened, roughly the same immediate effect as everyone on Earth getting a bop in the nose. _

_But 0.5 of the population of Earth (which is a lot more than it sounds) became more than human. Superhumans. We grew into human society, but with... Complications. People don't like our existance. They don't like that we have powers. Many of us tried to be heroes, and others just made our PR worse._

_Times are bad for us. The government isn't happy when there's a chance that any random average civilian could be hiding the fact that they can lift a building with their mind. There is public prejudice against us, and the criminals of our kind go to Arkham Asylum under the feeblest of excuses. _

_But now I start the journey to find out exactly what happens. To do that, I'll need to learn to harness my power, to control it and use it to the best of my ability, at the Guardian Academy, the school for superhumans to use their powers freely. And once that is done, I will find the creature that was in my house that night._

_My name is Hiccup Haddock, and this is the story of how I learned to be a hero._


	2. Boom

The bus honked to a halt in front of the Guardian Academy. They bus unloaded, about thirty Superhumans getting off and spilling out. Among them was me and Astrid both. Astrid got out first, looking at the building where we would be spending our days for the next four years, not including weekends and summers.

The place was... Big. A large circular building extending several stories high, with several towers poking out of the top stretching towards the sky like fingers of a hand. The place was sort of space age looking, all, silver and grey, reflecting the image of the city. It looked like a corporate building, not a school.

Astrid crossed her arms and looked at the building skeptically. "You'd think if they wanted kids with superpowers to actually pay attention to this place, they'd want to make it stand out a bit more." She had changed over the years since the day my parents were...yeah, you know. Anyway, she was now an inch taller than me (to my annoyance for the past several months) and a bit mature looking. Her golden hair was tied back in a tight braid so that it wouldn't get in her eyes when she used her powers. She was dressed in a blue striped shirt and black leggings, with a red skirt over them. Around her throat was a necklace I had made for her, a little battle-axe charm resting at the base of her throat.

I nodded in agreement with her sentence. "Yeah. I mean, I'm interested, and it's shiny, but to teens who can-" a superhuman walked past, suddenly splitting off into three identical people. A cloning superhuman, someone who could multiply themselves. "Do... That," I guestured to him... Them... Whatever. "It's not gonna have their attention all that long, is it?"

She shook her head. Well, the Guardian Academy was formerly known as S.T.A.R. Labs, a top of the line research facility, before something happened and it closed, falling into this state. I looked the building up and down.

"So," she said, smiling at me. God, she was pretty when she smiled. "You ready for the start of out super-powered education?"

I grinned right back at her and nodded. "Sure am." And with that, I slung my bag over my shoulders and she grabbed my arm and hauled me along. I barely resisted as she did. I couldn't lie, I was a little excited for what was to come.

Yeah, little did I know that this year was not gonna go the way I thought it would, not. At. All.

* * *

><p><strong>How To Be A Hero:<strong>

**Chapter 1**

**Boom**

* * *

><p>"Welcome, new students," Principal Harrison Wells said. Dr. Wells was a tall, thin man wearing black sweatpants and a black shirt. He was almost as thin as me, and had large glasses that strangely didn't even make him seem too nerdy. Something was off about his smile though, there was something... Shifty about it. "To the start of the new year at Guardian Academy."<p>

He paused to take a breath and clear his throat as he looked at the one hundred or so superhumans standing outside the school as he addressed them via microphone in front of the door. "As you know, I am Dr. Harrison Gareth Wells, former speedster," he gestured to the wheelchair he was currently confined to. The poor man had lost the use of his legs, and, by joint connection as a speedster like Astrid, his powers, while on a mission several years before. "And your honored principal."

He took another pause, this one shorter than the last, before saying. "I know your all different. Some of you couldn't be more excited, and some of you could care less. Some of you are brave, and others are scared witless, poor souls," he smiled encouragingly. Again, there was just something off about him.

"But let me assure you, the Guardian Academy is a place for all students, no matter what their particular talent, to grow and to learn. To home their power into the very best version of itself, so that whatever you decide to do with it afterword, be it for good or ill to the world, you won't have to learn your powers like I did, and like your teachers did. Alone, isolated, with only a few people to trust. You, my students, get to learn to use your powers better than we did, to be an inspiration to the people you help."

I wasn't really listening. I was more busy studying my schedule, trying to memorize all my classroom numbers. Astrid saw what I was doing and scoffed, elbowing me in the ribs. I looked at her, and she rolled her eyes.

"Pay attention, nerd," she said. "Isn't this the guy you always wanted to meet when we were kids? You used to say you would pay money for this guy's autograph!"

I rolled my eyes and looked at her. "Yeah. Then I figured out that advertising that kinda stuff is why you started calling me a nerd in the first place. And then I caught onto the fact that Nerd is just one of your many names for me, and that even if I suddenly became a football star I wouldn't shake that name from you, so I might as well own it..." I shook my head. "And now I'm rambling and it has nothing at all to do with the point I began with, does it?"

She shook her head.

"What was it I was talking about again?" I rubbed the back of my head sheepishly, and looked down. "Dr. Wells."

"Ah, yes," I said. "Anyway, Dr. Wells is a very brilliant man, and very smart, but he does tend to prattle. Just because I admire the guy's work doesn't mean I like listening to his speeches, you know. Geniuses can be windbags sometimes."

She laughed as Wells continued to talk on and on and on. Truth be told, I really did admire the man. He had pushed the boundaries of human knowledge far more than anyone could conceive. He'd organized a school and safe place for our kind and had served his people with integrity, even if it did end up costing him his wife, his powers, and his legs.

It was unknown how this all had happened, but I figured that such a personal loss was his business and his business alone. Wells continued to talk, his words echoing over the crowd. I knew I should be listening, that I should be excited to be learning under him. But all I could think as I surveyed the superhumans around me was that I was finally going to learn the one thing I had wanted to learn for so long:

How to use my powers to find the Monster, the creature that killed my mother. How to use my other face to avenge her death, and get Dad out of prison. I hadn't seen him since that nightmare, not since they had shoved him into the squad car with Astrid holding me as I took in what had happened.

I was finally going to learn how to do all these things and more. I was going to learn with some of the best superhumans around, the ones Astrid and I had grown up idolizing. Flash, Arrow, A.T.O.M., Ironman, all of them. I let a small smile play on my lips.

Dr. Wells finally concluded his speech. "You all know that your the future for our rather... Potent kind. And hopefully training here will make that future the brightest it can possibly be. Because it's coming, and much faster than any of you think."

* * *

><p>Astrid and I strolled down the hallway of the school. If the outside had been rather un impressive and corporate looking, the inside was more attention worthy with all the screens, food posts and posters. It had multiple levels, each with railing and overlooking the ones below it so that they formed a sort of cone around the school, along with a web of bridges connecting the levels to the walls. Elevators were set up under the towers to take people up higher, and sports to classrooms lined the walls.<p>

Superhumans filled the place to the brink, teachers included. I looked around, turning in a full circle as I looked around. "This place is awesome," I said, grinning. Before I could make any further comments, I slammed into someone in front of me.

I took a tumble backwards, landing on my butt. "Ow," I rubbed my head.

I looked up. Standing over me was a tall teen practically made of muscle, with a mane of shiny black hair and light brown eyes that were almost orange. He looked down at us with an intrigued look, then bent to help me up.

"You ok," he asked, offering me a hand. His voice was deep, and inflected with a British accent. I took his hand and he hauled me too my feet. "Sorry about that mate," he said. "Should have looked where I was going."

I waved it off. "It's cool dude. It was my fault." I looked at him, then offered my hand. "My name's Hiccup, and that's Astrid." I gestured to my friend, who was looking at the British dude with some interest. I felt my ire pike a little at that and growled. I was never going to tell her, under any circumstances, but I had a small crush on her.

I shook my head. Having a crush on my closest friend was one thing, being this possessive was another. He shook my hand, then Astrid's. "Nice to meet you both. My name's Eret," he said kindly. Dang it, why did he have to be nice? I would have felt less like a jerk for being possessive of her if _he_ were a jerk.

"You guy's new here?" He asked, and I nodded. "Yeah. I could tell." He crossed his arms. I shrugged. "Are you guys like, brother and sister or something?" I looked from her to him hesitantly. I was about to open my mouth to deliver some explanation or another but Astrid beat me to it.

"No, he's just a very good friend. Almost like a brother to me, but not quite, she leaned against me, elbow on my shoulder. I felt my jaw clench when she said I was like her brother, the angry little beast in my chest borne of my crush on her roaring in protest. I managed to calm it down, though. A relationship with her was too risky. There was too much to loose if we broke up. Astrid was my best friend, my number one defender and champion when people outcasted me in school because I was the son if the man who 'killed' his wife, my closest confident and a big support. If I lost that, I don't know what I'd do.

Eret nodded his head in understanding, then looked up as the bell started to ring above us. I sound was like an ordinary high school artificial 'ding-dong' sound, followed immediately by the loudspeakers playing Green Day's Holiday as everyone started shifting and walking to class.

"Well, there's the bell," Eret said. "See you guys." With that he left , waving as he disappeared into the crowd of faceless superhumans... Um, no offense to the one guy near the front of the crowd that actually _was_ faceless. Not exactly sure how that was useful, but ok...

I turned to head to my first class, but was stopped when Astrid put her hand on my arm. I turned around to look at her, and she gave me a supportive smirk. "Hey Nerd," she said. "Just remember, if anyone gives you a hard time about where you come from, you don't have to hide your powers here. Feel free to scare them a bit. If not, I'll be more than happy to help."

I nodded. "Just you wait buddy," she said, letting to of my arm. "Your gonna blow them away. I don't doubt it." With that she was gone, she too vanishing into the crowd. I rubbed my arm where she had been gripping it and sighed. Should have expected that. She's been telling me for years to grow a backbone, why should this year be any different. I know she means well, but...

I turned to walk to my first class of the day. This was it. Time to start my superhuman edu-wait, what was that guy doing?

I saw someone walking through a door marked 'Dangerous, do not enter,' and 'entrance to generator.' Either this person was an idiot, or they were doing something not too good. I narrowed my eyes and began to follow the person, looking around to make sure no one was following me before entering.

The generator was a mass of machinery. I felt like an insect inside a complex work of science as I ducked around the inner workings. I took a sniff, using my enhanced senses to try and find the person who had walked in here.

Eventually I came to a big corridor that housed most of the workings that needed air. "Hello," I called, looking around. "Um, guy... Or girl that came in here. I really don think this is a good idea. I mean, this thing, it could be kinda fragile." I fought to keep my heart rate down and my transformation under control. I was nervous about even being in here. I could feel the raw power emanating from the place without the protective walls of the building to keep it away from me. I could feel it in my bones... In every fiber of my being. I took another deep breath to calm myself.

"That's the point," a voice said behind me, and I whirled. Behind me was a man wearing a black suit with a dark purple shirt and tie. He looked almost skeletal. On his head was mask like what ski competitors wear. I froze for a second when I saw him.

Something about him seemed familiar. I took a step back taking off my backpack and getting ready to transform if needed. He took another step towards me, and smiled. "I hadn't seen you for a long while," he said, his voice severely raspy and dry, as if he hadn't taken a drink in a long time. I swallowed a bit at that. Then I realized what he had said.

"Should... I know you?" I asked, unsure.

"Nah," he waved me off, walking around me. "You were just a kid, I don't expect you to figure it out. But it was a very memorable night for me." He strode up to one of the parts of the generator. Then, before I could process his words, he brought his fist up and rammed it into the inner workings. When he withdrew his fist, there was almost nothing left of the area he punched.

I backed up a bit. "What are you doing?" I asked. "This thing, this thing's very complex, of you damage it enough, it could blow, it could kill everyone in this school!" I became more adamant as I spoke. If there was ever a time to grow a backbone, this was it.

"No shit, Sherlock. But I'm not too worried. I'm just a simple superhuman for hire, but I'm good at my job. I just do a little crush here, smash there, and while this thing finishes breaking itself, I'm outta here."

I swallowed. "No," I growled, and stepped up. "Who hired you?"

"Ever heard of something called customer-client confidentiality?" He said boredly, and I narrowed my eyes.

"I'm not gonna ask again. Who told you to do this, and why?!" My voice became dry and raspy too, as it usually did before I transformed. The man strode along the catwalk, looking down at the live cables below us.

"Kid," he said. "Anyone ever tell you that you talk too much?"

I shrugged. "Um, yeah, sometimes," I answered. "Mainly Astrid, my best friend. Well, I probably should say sister, we've spent eight years living under the same roof and being raised by the same man, but I don't really have any sibling... Like... Feelings for her, and... I'm rambling again," I hung my head, before growling and letting the transformation wash over me.

Initiating it was simple, like letting go of a thought in my mind. Once those floodgates were open I simply had to let it happen. My body swelled, ridges grew on my back and waist, my ears extended and re shaped themselves. Enormous wings emerged from my shoulders, until I was no longer human, replaced by a black dragon with green eyes and an ovular head and a long, finned tail. Triangular spines just red out of my back, and my entire body was covered from nose to tail-tip in onyx scales. I arched my back and let loose a snarl that should have scared him.

Instead the Man in Black just chuckled and shook his had. "You know the thing I just love about this newer generation of superhumans? Your all so dramatic. You think your powers are so special and unique, but if you look hard enough, there's always someone with the exact same ability."

I roared and charged at him. To my surprise, he avoided me easily. I crashed into the grated bridge, struggling to get up on unfamiliar legs. I kept slipping and landing back on my face.

"Doesn't seem like you got much experience using that form, eh?" He asked, and I managed to regain my footing-erm, pawing, and lunged again. This time he merely ducked, and I hit my face on the ground again.

"You certainly have power, kid. But you have no clue in the world how to use it," he said, sounding more serious this time. I scrambled back upright and growled, showing off my teeth. As I did, I took the chance to look him in the eyes.

They were cold hard orbs of black, soulless and pitiless as I glared. He folded his arms behind his back and looked at me, as if expecting something better. Well, I didn't want to disappoint the man now did I?

He was right, though. About my inexperience. I could easily count the number of times I'd changed on my fingers. I didn't even know how to fly. But I did know how to do this!

I took a deep breath, letting heat swell in my gut. I arched my back like a cat and hissed, spreading my wings out a bit. My throat glowed with the plasma now welling at the back, and the man in white's eyes widened significantly.

I let loose the plasma blast, but to my irritation, he avoided again. Then, my thoughts quickly turned to 'oh crap' as I noticed where my shot was going. It defended down, into the network of cables below us. It ruptured with a lout 'BOOM', and suddenly alarms flashed.

I shook my head and blinked. What had I just done?!

The Man in Black was in hysterics, clutching his gut as he laughed. "Kid, you just did half of the work for me. Unfortunately, unlike me, you set off the alarms and now the super-brats know I'm here. So I'm not gonna get as much. Oh well..."

He rolled his eyes, and something happened that made my eyes widen in shock. He began to change, body swelling and ridges growing, just like me. I was too dumbstruck to do anything but back up a bit as the man, apparently a shapeshifter like me, assumed a form that was reptilian like my own.

The simmilarity ended there, though. His body was almost iguana like in build, but very muscular, with strong looking legs and a solid body. His head was like a water moniter's. His eyes were completely black, without whites and the pupils almost impossible to discern. His tail was shorter than mine, but thicker and more powerful looking. He had horns like an ankylosaurus's, and his back, shoulders and a line along his tail were covered in spikes. Each of his front paws had one long, velociraptor like claw. He held his wings above him, and they were both tipped with spear point like spikes. He radiated deadly, especially with his black and purple scales armoring him up.

But he seemed... Familiar. Then it hit me: this was the Monster, the thing that was in my home last night. I had finally found him.

Before I could do much, though, he leapt forwards, knocking me aside with a wing. He seemed to disregard me completely after that, but I didn't disregard him. As his tail passed over my head, I roared and sank my teeth sharp into the flesh.

His blood leaked from the wound, and I immediately spit it out, trying to get as much of it out as I could and coughing as he screeched in pain. The Monster whirled around and faced me, whipping his now bleeding tail. His onyx eyes narrowed in anger.

But before he could do anything there was a long boom behind us. We looked down the corridor to see it filling with fire and... Other things. I wouldn't identify it, really, but it was all very bad stuff.

Dread filled me. Everyone outside, Astrid, Eret, The teachers, the students, they were all going to die. And it was all my fault. But before I could dwell on that, fear spikes in my veins, as well as the Man in Black's. I began frantically running, the Monster going tight bedside me.

Our paws thudded on the floor as we tried to outrun the blast, but it was futile. We were overtaken quickly, and heat rushed over my body. Everything went red, and things were quickly followed by a loud _BOOM!_

I suppose this is the part where I could say my last thoughts before it all went dark were of Astrid, or that I reflected back on my life and smiled or some kind of crap like that. Well, I didn't. I don't even remember what I was thinking before it all went dark.

I just remember being covered in unbearable heat and filled with pain and fear, and hoping, oh so dearly hoping that he was less fireproof than I was.


	3. Aftershock

_The doors to the operating room burst open, multiple doctors pushing the hispital bed between them. Hiccup was comatose the sheets. His left leg was badly crushed, and there were multiple burns all over his body._

_No one noticed, though, the faint blue light that illuminated under the blackened skin for a brief second. They were too busy prepping him for intense care, hooking him up to heartrate moniters and the like._

_No sooner had they done this then the readings began to spike. The readings on his heart began to move up and down erratically, and he began to spasm, back arching. His eyes screwed up in pain and his hands unconciously curled into fists. The blue light began to spark under his burns, and the lights began to fade in and out. His torso swelled as if he were about to change forms, but it went back down just as immediately._

_Astrid sped into the doorway, a look of horror on her face as she saw the scene in front of her. Her closest freind in the world was badly hurt and poking like he was being possesed or something. As she entered, black scales ripped down half his face and across his exposed abdomen in a ripple pattern, but were gone just as quickly. The doctors were desperately trying to administer the anesthetic, but it wasn't working very well. He was moving too much, they couldn't get it in him._

_"Hiccup," Astrid said, rushing to his bedside. The speedster was grief stricken and tried to help hold him down, but she was shocked to find that he was much stronger than he had been ever before. It took her putting almost her full body weight into the push to pin him down, and even more effort for her to keep his arm down as they put in the anesthetic. Something was extremely wrong, and with whatever the generator had was clearly reacting badly with the shapeshifting superhuman's powers._

_She had never felt so terrified in her life. She had found him half burroed in the ruins of the school. Most of the students and staff had evacuated in time, thanks in part to the speedsters like herself working to take everyone out in time. But when she hadn't been able to find Hiccup in the crowd, she had been so scared she almost went into a nervous breakdown._

_But seeing him like this... This was ten times worse. And her heart only plunged down further when the erratic readings on the monitor slowed, until the line went completely flat, the poor shapeshifter's abused body going still under her. For a brief second, she thought she heard him say something, but it was too faint to hear, and she was too worried to focus on it. _

_"Don't you dare leave, Hiccup," she whispered almost angrily. "Don't you dare. Both of us have barely any family left, so don't you dare leave!" She was about to say more before she was shoved aside by one of the nurses as his heart started to beat again faintly. The young superhuman looked at her friend's now still face, and she could have sworn his eyes flickered open for a brief second. And in that second, she thought they were glowing with electric blue light._

* * *

><p><em><span><strong>How To Be A Hero<strong>_

_**Chapter 2**_

**_Aftershock_**

* * *

><p><em>Ten Months Later<em>

I groaned as I began to wake up. It was... Kinda weird, like being only half aware of a situation. I was laying on a bed, I knew that. There were iv's in my arm, a breathing mask on my face, and those sticky things they use to attach sensors on my chest and my temples. I groaned weakly and shifted my head.

When I finally managed to get my eyes open, I saw a man sitting next to me, smiling. He was tall and thin, with an expectant smile on his face. He looked very familiar...

"Hello, Hiccup," he said, then I looked down. He was sitting in a large black wheelchair, with a screen and keyboard attachments. He wore black sweatpants and a Guardian Academy sweatshirt.

"Harrison Wells?" I asked, shocked. What was the man who made a safe place for young superhumans doing here?

"Yes," he nodded. "And we have a lot to talk about." I looked at him strangely, then looked down at myself. I only had on a pair of sweatpants, leaving my torso bare. There was a faint but noticeable burn scar down my right side and on my left arm, and my left leg felt a little strange.

How had I gotten these? The last thing I remembered was getting on the bus to the Guardian Academy. I remembered Astrid plopping down next to me in the ripped vinyl seats and munching on a Pop-Tart she had grabbed last minuet. The bus had started to move... Then it got a little fuzzy. Little by little, it started to get harder to remember before there was nothing at all.

"Yeah, I think we do," I said, licking my lips. They were impossibly dry. How long... How long had I been out?

A few minuets later, the brought me a shirt to wear. I pulled it on, and the marked up body I now possessed was covered by the Guardian Academy shirt. I shook my head and rubbed my temples. "What happened, anyway. The last thing I remember was leaving Quentin's place with Astrid. We had pancakes for breakfast, and she couldn't stop moving because she was anxious to leave. The girl with superspeed, worrying that she'll be late."

The professor looked at his useless legs. His face was agonized, hesitant, worried. Like he didn't want to acknowledge the answer to my question. When he spoke, it was with a quiet tone, forcing the words out as if he was about to tell me someone was dead. "You were in a coma... There was an accident. The generator... Malfunctioned, and blew. It was a very advanced, unstable machine. Very experimental," he gained a guilty expression, and his lips thinned into a tight line. "I should have known better than to use it for a school."

I shook my head. "Was anyone hurt?" I asked, concerned. I had read about the generator. It ran on a kind of energy the doctor had discovered himself. The thing was very big, and an explosion on that scale could do some major damage. I instantly began to worry for Astrid's safety. She was incredibly fast, but still...

"Luckily, speedsters like your friend began evacuating people as soon as the alarms started to go off. Unfortunately, ten people, plus yourself, did not make it out of the blast in time. And they didn't have fireproof skin."

For some reason, I felt sick to my stomach at that. It's not like it was my fault... Right? I don't know why guilt started to gnaw at my stomach for ten people I wasn't responsible for and didn't even know.

"And how long was I out?" I asked.

"Ten months," he answered simply, and my jaw dropped. "Luckily for you, the cells in your body are self-maintaining, due to your abilities. They kept your muscles from atrophying and your bones from getting to stiff. If you didn't have them, you'd barely be able to move right now. After the accident you were taken to the hospital. But the energies in your body from the generator were conflicting with the mutations in your genetics. It caused a sort of war with in your cells, and the resulting radiation, while non-lethal, began to effect the equipment around you, making it short out. We had to take you with us, to our temporary facilities. Your not radiating anymore, but it did... Something to you. We don't quite know yet."

He was silent for a bit, before stating. "She spoke highly of you," he said, and I raised an eyebrow. "Astrid. She said that you had quite the emotional backbone. She came to visit you every single day, without fail. That young lady cares about you a great bit. She's my student. After the explosion, we relocated to another facility. A lot less staff, less students, and in a slightly... Remote location. It's a bit late in the semester to join, but your welcome to enroll next year. Anyway, she's taking her exams right now. I was checking on you for her when you woke up."

I smiled. Astrid had been worried about me. She was my best friend, so I expected her to be, but it still warmed my heart a bit that she actually took time out if every single day, no matter how crappy it had been, to see me. In fact, the whole thing was inspiring me to do something.

"Thanks. Now, if you don't mind, I'm gonna go see her. I think I have something to say. Something I should have said a while ago."I swung my legs off the bed, ready to get up, but to my surprise, Wells wheeled up to me holding a short waking stick. "What's that for? I asked.

"Well, it's certainly not for me," he answered wryly. "But in the explosion, you apparently spent most of it in your... Other skin. Your body's superhuman instincts protecting you. But when the detestation had faded to a non fatal state, you changed back." He hesitated at that point, and swallowed. "Unfortunately, there was still fires burning, and the structural integerety was weak. Your leg was crushed by debris. It was a miracle that you were able to keep it at all, but it's not going to work right."

Another shocking punch to whatever part of the brain fules comprehension. I tried to get off the bed, but immediately pain shot into my left leg, and I stumbled, falling to the ground. My eyes were wide and terrified. I looked up at Wells, who had a sympathetic expression on his face.

"When I lost my legs, I didn't know what to do either. But the walking stick is only until we can get you a brace suited to compensate. Nevertheless, being crippled before you have a driver's license can't be easy... I'm sorry," he said simply, handing me the walking stick. "If it's any consolation, the pain will stop eventually and then your leg will just be too weak to stand on. But we can get you a brave, and you'll almost be able to function like normal."

I grasped it, the polished wood feeling like a chain as I took it. I pushed myself up, not putting weight on the bad leg and using the stick to compensate. I swallowed, trembling a bit.

"Your taking this rather well," he said, and I glared at him. "How am I supposed to take it. Break down? Cry? Throw a tantrum and scream!? Because..." I cut off, my voice shaking as a son welled in my throat. This was too much. Ten months gone, and my leg crippled forever. I had to make sure Astrid was one hundred percent ok, and Quentin too.

"Hey," he said, grasping my arm. "Your lucky to be alive Hiccup. That energy you took in? It _destroys _warm blooded organisms, but since your other face is cold blooded, you survived. You nearly died, yes. Several times. But you _survived_. And if you can live through that, you can move past being crippled."

I blinked, then looked down at my leg, and the cane, and gritted my teeth. "My body being able to withstand energy and me behind able to deal with becoming a cripple are two very different things."

"I know. I'm just saying that your strong, Hiccup. You already took a bigger emotional hit than this before you stopped subscribing to the theory that your best friend had Cooties. So trust me, it's gonna get better."

I was silent for a bit, chewing on his words, before nodding slowly. I wasn't over it, but I wasn't on the verge of breaking down either. Suddenly the door opened, and I suddenly found myself in a bone crushing hug.

"Finally!" A familiar voice cried out as I wheezed in shock from the high speed delivery of the embrace. When the deliverer pulled away, I was greeted with the smiling face of my best friend.

Astrid had changed slightly in the past ten months. Her hair was a tiny pit paler than it had been the time I saw her, thought it was still tied tightly in a braid behind her. She was wearing a blue jacket and white shirt, and black pants with running shoes. A pair of goggles hung around her neck alongside the necklace, and there were a pair of headphones hanging on her belt. She was a small bit taller, and it seemed like she had gotten even thinner than she was before.

"Hey Astrid," I said casually, before she punched me on the shoulder, and I winced away from the blow, though it was with a smile. She hadn't changed much in the past ten months, that was for sure. "That was for not waking up the part seven hundred times I told you to," she said playfully, before she quickly had me in another hug.

"And these?"

"For waking up the seven hundred and first time," she said. When she pulled away, there was a gleeful grin on her face. "But I swear, if you ever do that again, I'll-"

"Beat me to a pulp?"

Suddenly she was pushed aside by someone new. A young woman wearing a doctor's uniform. She had a sharp, angular face and green eyes like mine. She held up an otoscope and proceeded to shine it into both of my eyes.

"Ow! Hey, what are you doing?" I asked and Astrid snickered.

"Hiccup," Dr. Wells said. 'This is Heather. She's one of the students here, and the doctor who treated you while you were unconscious." Dr. Wells said, rubbing the nape of his neck.

"Pupils equally reactive to light," she muttered, moving on as she continued to diagnose my heath. "Wait, she treated me when I was unconscious, right?" Astrid nodded.

"What exactly did she do..." I asked, slightly concerned. Astrid snorted and Dr. Wells rolled his eyes. "Mr. Haddock, please, she is a professional nurse, there is absolutely nothing to be concerned about regarding her treatments."

Heather held up a little plastic cup. Then she said, completely and utterly without shame, I kid you not, "I need you to urinate in this."** [1]**. My eyes widened and I almost (_ALMOST_!) squeaked in surprise, raising my eyebrows at Wells, who already had his face in his hands, shaking his head. He took the cup from her.

"Not this moment," he assured me. Meanwhile, Astrid was trying-and failing-not to break down laughing at this scene. I shook my head and groaned. "I'm going to a superhuman school, what did I honestly expect?" I asked myself.

Heather rolled her eyes and took the cup back from him. "How are you feeling. Any confusion? Memory loss? Dizziness?"

"Some memory loss, yeah. Only a few hours, though." I nodded, and she shrugged, jotting something down on her clipboard. Astrid struggled to recover from her laughing fit, holding her gut and trying to stay on her feet.

"It wasn't that funny," I snarled at her, and she just giggled even more. "Oh, God, Hiccup, your... Your face when she said that, it was like watching a cat fall, it shouldn't be funny, but it was hilarious," she said, before finally managing to stop.

She looped her arm through mine. "Come on, dude," she said. "We have some catching up to do." With that, she began dragging me out at high-yet non fatal to anyone whose body isn't adapted to superspeed-speeds.

* * *

><p>I leaned against the plastic chair of the diner. Astrid had taken me to a place not far away from the new school-which was an old house in the middle of then forest near Berk. Typical, on my first day there we go from world-class learning facility to Xavier's Mansion. Perfect (note the sarcasm).<p>

Apparently, during the time I was out, superhumans were even further into hiding than they were before. The Guardian Academy had been... A symbol. Most of us were afraid to show our powers in public. But the school a place where we could learn to use our abilities in public, rather than the older generation that developed themselves in secret.

And then is had exploded. Like a popcorn corneal. And taken the lives of ten superhumans with it, injured several dozen, and put one in a prolonged state of unconsciousness. What kind of message would that send to a kind that is already outnumbered nearly _less_ than one to one hundred?

That they weren't welcome, that's what.

But anyway, they moved the school down here, but most of the staff and students didn't follow. There were only two hundred students, including myself and Astrid, and twenty teachers.

The town near the school was pro-superhumans, so that was a plus as Astrid too me out for my first lunch after being awake. My stomach growled loudly and she smirked at me. We exchanged idle banter for a bit, catching up like old friends who hadn't seen each other in forever. Well, that was true for her, not for me.

They came with the food and we both immedietly dug in. "What's been happening while I was... Asleep," I asked between bites. She smirked. "Well for one, I've gotten a lot faster. Some people actually think I'm a teleporter now instead of a speedster."

"Really?" I grinned. "No way, that's... That's incredible, Astrid."

"Yeah. Too bad you got a late start. Who knows what you could be doing with your powers by now. Maybe you even have more than one alternate form locked inside that skinny little body."

I shrugged. "I guess. But that one is all for now." I was silent for a bit. What do you say to someone in... This kind of situation? I didn't know. "

She sighed, putting her chicken sandwich down. "I found you, you know. In the ruins of the Academy. There was... So much blood and you were cold, and still..." She choked a bit, and in leaned across the table to out my hand on her shoulder and grasped her shoulder.

"Hey, it's ok, Ast," I said. "I'm good... After nearly a year." I said, she she laughed dryly. "I know, nerd. But it wasn't something I want to see again. I don't like seeing you hurt, or broken."

I looked down at the table, the pizza slice in front of me nearly forgotten (though my stomach and nose were conspiring to remind me it was still there, and that I was still hungry, thus kinda killing the moment for me). "Astrid," I said, my gut clenching a bit. I _was_ gonna do this. I_ was _going to do this now and I _would not_ chicken out. "There's some thing I gotta tell you-"

Suddenly her phone rang. She dragged it out of her pocket, J-Browz's voice blaring out as Radioactive played as her ringtone, and looked at the screen. "Can you hold on a second?" She asked, and I nodded.

She brought the phone up to her ear. "Hey, Eret." She said cheerily, and almost... Affectionately. That was weird, the only way she would be like that to someone besides Quentin or me... Were they dating?

I was hit by the sudden that I was _gone_ for _ten months_. Time wasn't skipped over, it just happened without me. She had ten more months of memories than I did, ten months of experiences I wasn't there to share. While that doesn't sound like a long time it's much different actually living though that long a time than living through it. It must have seemed like forever to Astrid, especially since everything is slow to her.

Ten months I wasn't here. Ten months I was unconscious on a bed, and Astrid's life had gone on without me. Anything might have happened. She could have so many new friends. I wasn't worried that I was being replaced, we lived under the same roof for eight years after all. But still... What was Eret to her now?

"I'm sorry, I can't make it to the movie tomorrow," she said into the phone. "Come on, give me a break, my best friend who hasn't moved a muscle in nearly a year just woke up. I need some catching up to do with him."

She rolled her eyes as Eret said something I couldn't make out. "Yeah. I'm free Friday. I'll see you then. Ok, bye." She hung up the phone, plopping it on the table in front of her and letting herself flop back against her chair.

"That was my boyfriend," she said without much enthusiasm, blowing a loose strand of hair out of her face. It fell back to hang between her eyes, and she closed them.

"Are you ok?" I asked. "I mean, you don't sound very happy about it." She nodded, and reached up to fiddle with the axe charm necklace I made for her. "Yeah. It's just... Exams. I had exams recently, so I've been kinda stressed and haven't spent a lot of time with him."

"But you can have those done in like... Ten seconds," I pointed out, confused. "Yeah... But I should take my time right?" She offered, and I stared at her incredulously.

"Ok, I know I was gone a long time, but who the heck are you and what have you done with Astrid Hofferson, the girl who was born without any comprehension of slowing down for anything?"

"Shut up, Nerd," she said. "Anyway, you and I have the dorm across from each other. Nice, huh?" I nodded.

I looked outside, and suddenly froze. "Who's that?" I asked, pointing out the window. Across the street, in front of the forest, was a superhuman who was simply looking at the diner instead of going in. He wore rumpled cloths, like a vagabond. His black hair hung in a stringy, tangled mess over his shoulders, and his skin was colored like a Red Newt's.

"I don't know," she admitted. "He doesn't go to the Guardian Academy," we looked at each other, before looking back. To our surprise, he was gone, like something out of a horror movie, or Slenderman, or something.

"I swear, if we turn around and he's behind us, he is loosening a few teeth," she muttered, sounding a bit shaken. There was something about that guy... Just, he wasn't right. Something about when I saw him made the back of my brain itch. And it certainly wasn't helping that there was a small wisp of smoke where the superhuman had been standing either.

"D-did something about him seem... I dunno, familiar to you?" I asked, and she shrugged. "We probably saw him during Well's speech at the school... Which you do not remember." She waved the issue away, and went back to her food. I, however, couldn't shake the feeling. And I had seen his eyes, due to the face my vision, was well as my other senses were extremely sharp. His eyes were angry, brith and filled with rage. This wasn't some drunken creep. This was something dangerous.

I swallowed and went back to my meal. As we finished up lunch and paid for it, we got up and left. I hobbled out behind her. Suddenly she smiled warmly at me.

"It really is fantastic to see you so... Alive," she said earnestly, before I suddenly felt a ripping pain shoot through my burn scars, racing under the rest of my skin like an electric shock. My veins briefly glowed bright electric blue, and everything went up in a flash in my vision.

I stumbled, nearly falling to the ground before Astrid caught me. the scales from my other face rippled over parts of me briefly, before receding just as quickly. I gasped and looked at my hands as the glowing veins became normal again.

"What was that?" I asked, still looking at my hand.

"An attack. You had them quite a bit when you were out. Dr. Wells and Heather said its a result of the effect the energy had on your powers, but they should go away eventually. Believe me, that's much better than when you were brought to the hospital. You kept nearly and partially transforming. It was like something out of a horror movie," she said, and hooked her arm under mine.

"Come on, dude," she said. "I have to go to my next class soon. I'll drop you off at your new dorm room." With that we were off.

* * *

><p>I sighed as I looked around my new room. The place was mostly bare, the old wooden walls kinda dusty. There was a large king-sized bed sat in the back of the room, a nightstand beside it with a digital clock atop, red numbers on the screen.<p>

The ornate looking window had a view of the forest outside, and I leaned on the wall, letting the walking stick clatter to the ground as I listened to the bugs making noise in the nighttime air.

I lifted my left arm, looking at the burn scar, trailing my finger over it. I couldn't get over the fact that my recent memories consisted of my normal life, of getting on the bus to a day school with Astrid, and now...

... Now things were so different. So very, very different. And I was like this. Burned and crippled. _Burned _and _crippled_... I guess it was taking some time to sink in. It was like a death sentence to any semblance of normal. Half the world already hated my kind, the evolved humans. They called us demons and monsters, even though our powers are based in science... Somehow. Science no one understands. But even if I chose never to transform again, I would be looked at with pity and inferiority because of the brace on my leg.

It wasn't fair... It wasn't fair! I already lost my parents, my home and any pride I could have held by being the son of a military general. Now I was the son of a supposed wife murderer, a burn victim and a cripple!

I kept my anger silent though. No good would come of me screaming, but I didn't want to attract any attention. I didn't need to bother Astrid, who lived right across the hall now, with these personal problems.

But the anger still welled inside of me. It pushed at my ribs, at my skin. I felt like a balloon that was being filled with too much air, about to burst and explode. The skin of my arms became bumpy and the color of ash, and my right hand felt like it was gonna explode.

But when the cracks between my scales began _glowing_, getting brighter and brighter with a growing hum, like energy buildup, all my anger faded and I raced towards the window, yanking it open with my left hand because I couldn't unclench the one that was_ freaking glowing_. As soon as I stuck it outside, a massive plasma blast burst out of my arm and exploded in the night air.

I looked at my hand in shock as the scales receded. I had never able to do _that_ before... Dr. Wells hadn't been kidding, there were obvious effects on my powers. My other form was starting to interact with my human one, apparently.

There was a knock on the door and I turned around, still flexing my fingers. They were tingling, and my hand felt a bit numb. That would take getting used to...

I walked back to the door and opened it. To my surprise, it was one of the teachers, one of the ones that had taught at the old school. He was a superhuman who had taken up being a vigilante in Starling City. The Arrow**[2]**.

"Hiccup Haddock," the green suited teacher said, "We need to talk."

**[1] This is from CW's _The Flash_. Dr. Catlin Snow's line was just too funny not to do. **

**[2] Don't worry_ Arrow_ fans, he doesn't have any powers that would be all that significant. Just advanced brain power that allows him to make perfect shots with ranged weapons. **

**ABOUT ASTRID DATING ERET, IT WILL BE EXPLAINED AND IT WILL END. THIS IS 100% HICCSTRID... JUST NOT FOR A WHILE. **

**Also, just so you guy's know, the reason for the massive change was a shift in inspiration. This has changed from a Flash inspired AU to an X-men inspired AU, (in THEME only, because I know some of you don't like the plot of the movies (I like the young Xavier ones better than the first one, due to Mystique having an actual character instead of Magneto's mindless lackey) due to A. After watching Days of Future past I have been obsessed with the franchise again, and B. I despise racism and X Men has always struck me as a fun Anti-Racism story. Don't worry, a the Man in Black's part in the story still fits quite well, but like I said, inspiration changed. **

**Also, I have a perfectly good reason to cripple Hiccup. It is... Part of the plot, so bear with me and see. **

**Have an epic whatever-point-in-time-you-read-this. **

**-RNC **


	4. New

_Here's a fact everyone knows: the universe loves to screw with us. Every day and in every way. It throws new things at us each time we attempt stuff. Well, for me, all the new that follows sends me through a real ride in the park!_

I stomped throgh the thick foliage. My lungs-and most of my upper torso-were burning from exertion. Above me the sky was lit up brilliantly woth stars, the like of which were impossible to see in civilization.

A young superhuman named Aimi was close behind me. The forein girl was quite athletic, as she had been running as long as me, but showed no clear signs of exertion or exaustion other than a shining later of sweat on her forehead.

"How is this possible," she asked, ducking under a tree limb. "This place is uninhabited! The only way here is throught the..." She trailed off. "The... Thing, what was the name in English?"

I was too exhausted to reply, my stamina finally reaching zero. I leaned back against one of the trees, panting heavily, supporting myself by putting my hands on my knees. The cybernetic brace that supported my crippled flesh-and-blood limb the only thing keeping my upright.

Aimi shook her head and looked behind her, waiting from me to recover. "This should be over by now, he should have been able to catch us in, like, two seconds, tops!"

"Cat... And... Mouse," I wheezed. Man I am out of shape! Well. I guess it could be worse... How, I'm not very sure, but I'm trying to keep myself positive here? Oh, who am I kidding, pessimist Hiccup will always prevail. I got back up, despite feeling like I was about to hurl, and growled.

I took a deep breath through my nose. "He's nearly here," I said, catching our persuer's scent. I dug deep for whatever reserve-_reserve_ amount of stamina I had left buried deep in my being and began to take off at another sprint.

Suddenly Aimi cried out and I whipped around as a cloud of giant purple smoke exploded behind us, filling my vision. Suddenly I felt a fist collide with my face, sending my flying backwards.

* * *

><p><strong><span><em>How To Be A Hero<em>**

**_Chapter 3_**

**_New_**

* * *

><p><strong><em><span>23 HOURS PREVIOUSLY<span>_**

I stared at the Emerald Archer in shock. Just moments before I had fired a concussive blast of plasma from my hands, which, by all laws of physics and the precedent of my powers, should not be possible.

Not long afterwards, there had been a knock at my door, and I had opened it to reveal none other than the Arrow. Harrison Wells may have been someone I admired in the field of science, but as a superhuman I had grown up watching this guy save lives on the news when I was in Starling City. He was one of the most well known of our species in the entire world.

"A-Arrow," I stuttered, nearly dropping the long, curved wood that kept me upright and standing from my shock. He had just told me that we needed to talk... Talk a bout what? Usually when he confronts someone he points an arrow at their vital areas and shouts '[insert White-Collar criminal's name here],YOU HAVE FAILED THIS CITY!' Then he'd tell you to stop being bad, or you won't like what comes next.

Man am I glad I am not a criminal, and that I wasn't on his bad side... Or the side with a sharp, dangerous, pointy projectile. He looked down at me.

The Arrow was a man standing about 6'1 hight with a dark-green,a most black, semi-armored leather suit. A quiver was attached to his back, leaning out his right side, sporting an impressive amount of pointy things, blowy-upy things, and other variants as well. He had a layer of dark blond stubble on his face, and a domino mask over his eyes. With his bow in hand, the Arrow was a pretty intimidating character to say the least. He gave off the air that he could snap a person's neck in an instant. Yet there was a similar feeling that he was here to help. That he just wanted to do what he thought was right.

"Is now a bad time," he asked, tilting his head slightly as he shifted his wright on his feet. I licked my lips, before nodding. "Um... If you don't mind, kinda is. I mean, I kinda have some stuff to sort through... Catching up with the world after being in lala land for nearly a year... My girlfr-BEST friend, she, uh, collected a few things that she thought I wouldn't be happy to miss, so I'm gonna go check that out to..." Then I remembered who I was talking to' and held up my hands quickly. "I mean, not that I wouldn't leave for a good reason. I mean, if it's really important, than I can come now, I don't mind, I don't mind at all... And I'm rambling again. I guess that's something that didn't grow out of me during the months I was gone.

He was silent for a moment, as if bewildered by the quite small words-to-breath ratio, and my rambling in genral before shaking his head. "No," he said. "I understand wanting to... make up for some lost time." An unreadable expression crossed over his visible features. He swallowed, visibly struggling to erase it before saying, "But I'd like you to come see me in my office in the morning. Your not enrolled, but there is a... Different position open for you, if your open for it."

"What kind?" I asked, curious. He shook his head. "You find that out if you show up," he said. I gave him a dry look. "You know, that's almost like blackmail for people who have over-active curiosity," I said, my over-active curiosity going rabid at the thought of denied information.

He smirked, "Well, it's a good thing you don't..." He said putting a hand on my shoulder. "It's nice to see you recovering so well," he nodded, before striding away down the hall.

I blinked, not comprehending what just happened. Meeting Wells and the Arrow both in one day... And waking up from a ten month coma, finding out Astrid was in a relationship, being moved to a mansion in the middle of the woods and the creepy dude across from the diner did not help one single bit. Not one.

"Hey Nerd," a voice said behind me, and I jumped a mile high, only managing to not land on my face or butt by a strong arm gripping me under mine. Astrid was barely holding back laughter at how tense I was.

"I swear, your like a wound up cat," she chortled. "The lightest thing makes you all jumpy now," she smiled, then let go of me. "What were you doing just now anyway? I just came to visit, and your just standing in the hallway, staring into space. Something on your mind, dude?"

I shook my head, not wanting to reveal what had just happened. "Nothing, not anything that you need to worry about."

She seemed to take that answer, and looked at me. "I just wanted to see how you were feeling. I mean, you didn't move a muscle for ten months, and now your up and about like it was a half-hour nap."

I shrugged at the incredulity of it myself. In fact, everything since I had left Quentin's house had been completely out of the ordinary. Not that there was a really an ordainry when you could change from a ninety pound nerd into a fourteen hundred pound lizard, and your roommate could accomplish all her chores in the time it take a a normal person to get out and plug in a vacuum cleaner.

"I don't know," I said. "But why do I get the feeling your not just here to tell me it's great it se my ugly face moving around again."

She crossed her arms and gave me a stern look. "Ok, one, you are, by no definition of the word, ugly. Not even when you transform, your like the futuristic flying car of the reptilian world. Also, B..." She chewed her lip. "I just wanted to say to keep an eye out. Ever since the Academy went kabloee, there's been a lot of ramping anti-superhuman propaganda. So just... Be extra, extra careful with your power, ok?"

I nodded, and she yawned. "Well, good night," she said, and in an instant she was gone again, the only indication she didn't teleport being a brief but powerful gust of wind. I blinked from the force of it, and smoothed my hair back down.

I turned to go back into my bedroom, I nearly got the shock of a lifetime. In the darkness outside my window was a pair of orange eyes with squiggly newt pupils. They stared from a tree a few feet away from the window, and were outlined by a human shape. Before I could investigate, it jumped and was consumed in a cloud of vapor that encompassed the entire window. When the stuff cleared, it was gone. In an instant. Like a ghost.

Like it had jumped through the smoke.

* * *

><p>That night was not pleasant. Well, not overly. It was ok. I couldn't sleep, though. Whenever I tried, I just felt... Awake. I just felt like I should be, doing something. Like in should be out and about instead of lying here, curled in a ball and trying to sleep.<p>

I rolled around in the sheets of the large, overly comfortable bed. It was hard to get to sleep. I've spent more than my fair share of time snoozing, I thought, might as well go see what I've missed.

I planted my feet on the smooth wooden boards of the floor, and the creaked as my weight shifted onto them. I heard something thump as I got up, and, using one foot to support most of my weight, trudged across the room, stepping over the box that Astrid had left in here to open it. I almost didn't notice that my leg didn't hurt when I out weight on it. I grabbed my walking stick near the dope and leaned against it.

When I got into the hall, I closed my eyes and concentrated. For a split second, my eyeballs itched-yes, you heard me. My eyeballs itched, but when I opened them, I had a green tinged night vision. If I were to look in the mirror right now, I would see that I had the eyes of my monster form. Yes, sadly, that's the only trick I have managed to perfect in the eight years since I changed, aside from actually transforming.

I looked around at the posh hallways. It was empty, and my enhanced sense of smell could detect the traces of every single superhuman that had been present today. But something was off. One of the scents was... Familiar, ish. Not Astrid's, that was all too familiar. There was the Arrow's, yes, but now had his smell labeled and assigned in my head. It was like... I know it, but I don't know it, you know. When you kind of remember something certain details, but you just, can't remember the full thing.

I furrowed my brow in confusion. That was weird.

I walked through the halls, the uneven sound of my meandering echoing through the halls. The place wasn't creepy or anything. In fact, for a big mansion, it was rather homey. But when it was empty like this, it just seemed... Cold.

I explored around, wondering if this place had any night security or anything. It didn't appear to be so. But I figured with entire school full of people with superpowers, there couldn't be a lot of chance a criminal would be successful, considering it was kept a secret that the student body and staff were superhumans.

I looked outside, half expecting to see the unknown entity again. To my relief, there was nothing but the outside out there. My green tinged vision scanned over the grass of the school outside and, seeing nothing of interest, I continued on my way.

I found myself with nothing to do, and I was feeling a bit snackish, so I meandered towards the rec room. Astrid had shown me around earlier, and told me that this area was open to students at all hours, for studying or just hanging out. So was the Wrecking Room, the place where we could practice our powers.

As I went, I began to get the feeling I was not alone. My vision began to go a bit off, and I assumed my pupils were thinning. When they did that I always got tunnel vision. I looked around for the source of the disturbance, but couldn't see anything.

I looked behind me, half expecting to see something creepy, but there was nothing. I breathed a sight of relief, turning back around- and finding myself facing a big man in a black suit and a ski mask.

"HOLY SH-" I shouted, before slamming a hand over my mouth and shutting my eyes a sight as I could. My heart was going at a million miles an hour, and I almost couldn't take it. I felt a ripping sensation go across me fore a second, like I was transforming.

I concentrated. No need to have a fourteen hundred pound rage monster in this oh-so nice house, right? Yeah, so I managed to keep a lid on my other face as I stumbled backwards, right hand clutching my heart and left gripping the walking stick so tightly I was nearly afraid it would snap. I took a deep breath and opened my eyes, ready to face the mysterious man-

Only to find an empty hall. I spluttered a bit for breath. "Oh... Oh... Oh man," I said, calming down, my vision broadening again as my pupils dilated, and licked my dry lips to wet them. "Man, that blast musta done something to my head too," I said to myself aloud. "I'm starting to see stuff." Once I claimed down, I made the rest of the trip to the rec room.

To my surprise, it was already occupied. Inside was a tall, muscular young man with raven hair and hazel eyes. He was at the table, tiredly eating a slice of pizza. He noticed me as he was about to take a bite, then put down his food.

"Ah, Hiccup," he said. There was a friendly tone in his voice, but I couldn't help but notice the edge it had to it. He nodded to me as I opened the pantry the rec room had for snacks. "Astrid told me you were awake. Nice to see you up and about again."

I looked away from the food to tilt my head at him. "Who are you?"

He blinked, before realization seemed to dawn on him. "Oh, yeah. She told me you don't remember. I'm Eret. We met before the Academy went kaboom, during the time of your memory loss."

Ah, so this was Astrid's boyfriend. Ok, he seemed friendly enough. If I couldn't date her, I would certainly make sure whoever she was with deserved her. I wasn't going to let her be with someone who only wanted to get in her pants. I grabbed a bag of goldfish and sat across from him.

"Nice to meet you... Again," I said, and put on a smile. "So, your a superhuman too?" Seriously Hiccup, he's a student here AND was a student at the Academy. Of course he was a superhuman! "What's your power?" I know, a bit blunt but... I'm not good with subtle.

He said nothing, but before I knew it, every visible part of him had turned from normal skin and flesh into a hard, shiny, metal-like substance**[1]**. He gave me a moment to look at him before he turned back.

"Cool," I said. "Must come in handy during a fight." He nodded, and looked me up and down. "It's hard to believe that you turn into a monster. Your so sticklike, and she told my that you look like the ultimate night predator when you turn."

I shrugged. "Ah well. If I ever get a secret identity, all the better for convincing people I'm not him." Eret nodded, and he took a bite of his food before saying.

"Did you know she actually has a name for that form," he remarked upon swallowing. "She calls it the Night Fury."

"Yeah," I said. "She she's been calling it that since the first time she saw me transform." He nodded, and we sat in awkward silence for a while. I couldn't come up with anything to say. It was a bit uncomfortable.

"So..." I said, tapping the floor with my foot. "Your dating Astrid..."

"And your her brother, right?"

"Well, not really. I mean, we've shared a room-just a room, not a bed, her house only has two bedrooms-since we were eight, but it was really because my only living relatives hate my guts for being a superhuman." He nodded in understanding. "Ah."

"Has she been... Ok?" I asked. "I mean, other than you dating, is there anything I need to know? Anything that's been going on with her? Because usually she won't admit when she has a problem, not even to me."

He didn't hesitate to assure me my 'sister' was fine. I wasn't so sure. I didn't realize it till I started thinking about our conversation, but something seemed to be bothering her. Usually she wouldn't be able to stop moving, and she said that she was actually taking her time with things. Astrid didn't know the meaning of taking time. She would rush through stuff like no other. She only stopped when she had a problem she couldn't deal won't alone, but didn't want anyone's help.

Something was wrong with my best friend and secret crush.

* * *

><p>I couldn't talk to her though. I finally got to sleep, I had nightmares. It was about fire. It burned all around my in blue, red, orange and yellow heaps, tearing through metal and wires and walls and floors made of concrete. My paws-I was guessing I was in monster form for this- were thundering on the floor.<p>

And I wasn't alone. Something was running next to me. It was like me... But not like me. A voice, cold and raspy, rang in my ears as fire consumed us.

_"You certainly have power kid. But not a clue in the world on how to use it." _I growled inwardly at the voice. I growled in my sleep as the nightmare shifted from the fire to the night my mom died, the large monster like creature prowling around my room like a large wolf playing with the last few moments of life it's prey had. I Roared as the thing advanced on her, and when it final got to her, I snapped awake from the pure forcefulness of my will not wanting to see it a second time.

I woke up in my bed hyperventilating, half expecting to wake Astrid. This was not the case, as she was not in the same room as me anymore. I rolled in the sheets, trying not to transform again.

After a few moments, I had made composed myself again, and thought about the previous night.

Astrid had a problem. Well, what kind of a freind would I be if I didn't make jer tell me so I could help? I got up, and strolled over to don a black shirt, green hoodie and brown pants.

I exited my room and limped to the door to the room occupied by my blond friend. When I knocked on the door, there was no answer. A quick glance at my watch made the reason pretty evident. It was 12:40! Man, I had slept that late? No wonder she wasn't answering, she probably was in class. I would have to wait till the school day ended, and I had an appointment with the Arrow to keep.

After asking around a bit, I found the vigilante's place of business when not teaching. Upon entering, I looked around for the green-themed vigilante.

I found him waiting patiently at his desk. Now you might expect that he had a bunch of archery themed decoration, bows and arrows on the wall, stuffed heads, a glass case for his uniform, stuff like that. Well, he didn't. It was just... An office. Bare lime green walls, a few bookshelves, and a desk in the corner, a large window behind him, flooding the room with sunlight.

He got up when he saw me. "Glad you could make it, Hiccup," he said. Not like you leave much inclination to disobey with that voice changer, I thought inwardly, asif he wasn't already the type of guy you diner want to find pissed off in a dark alley.

"Glad to, sir," I said.

He gestured to the seat across from his desk and I sat. He resumed his place across from me and sat clasped his hands. "Mr. Haddock, I think you are aware of my history with the vigilante, Arsenal?"

"Yeah, you were his mentor, right? You proceeded him in cleaning up Starling City?"

"Yes. And since then, I've found myself in a program suggested to me by Dr. Wells. I teach superhumans' who's powers are developing too quickly for them to handle, or who lack proper control of their abilities. One of these or both may happen to you, I am told."

I swallowed. The concept of having my powers be out if my control was a terrifying prospect. I nodded, indicating that he should continue. "I want you to join my current student in training."

I was a bit shocked by this. "Are you serious," I deadpanned.

"Why not," he shrugged, as if the answer wasn't completely obvious.

"Well, for starters," I held up my walking stick to put it on display for the two of us, even gesturing at it with an exasperated motion. "Also, I'm clumsy, I have poor reflexes, I don't know what the hell happened to my powers in that generator."

"All the more reason to accept. All those things can be fixed with time, and practice," he argued, and I swallowed."

"Yeah, but-"

"I could sit here and give you the whole responsibility speech," the hooded vigilante interrupted. "But you and I both know that there's a good reason to take my offer. Your father."

I froze. "Excuse me?"

"Your father. Imprisoned for uxoricide eight years ago, life sentence, son sent to live with a family they were close with. Wife was found stabbed through her gut, and a little superhuman's powers triggered on the same night. But that same little boy insisted his father was innocent, despite all evidence pointing to him being guilty."

My mouth was dry as the Arrow calmly laid out the worst part of my life like he was explaining a sports play. "And that little boy insisted that the was a monster in his house. But since Shapeshifting into something like he described had been the powers manifested, the police chocked it down to you just being confused and scared," He finished.

"And do you believe me?" I asked,raising an eyebrow at him.

"I don't know. I've been looking into it since the generator sent you into a coma, and I haven't turned up with anything yet. But what does matter is that you want to be able to use your power. To be able to avenge your mother, and bring justice to your father. And that if you try without help, you and I both know you'll probably end up dead in a gutter, no matter what kind of crap that generator did to you."

I took in his words and considered them. To be able to finally not be afraid of what was just beneath my skin, to know I could control it, that it wasn't some grenade that could destroy my and everything around me if handled poorly, to be able to see it as a tool for me it use... I could get used to that.

And then there was the concept of avenging my parents, something I had wanted since the moment Dad was shoved inside the police car. I hadn't seen his face for the better part of a decade because of the monster that had broken into our house and had objectively orphaned me.

"I'm telling you now, this won't be easy, and you are definitely going to get hurt at some point, there's no 'if' in that category. And yes, it will be very dangerous, but as one of the best teachers in this school said, I believe in learning on the job."

I looked up, and growled. "When do we start," I asked.

* * *

><p>Apparently we start that freaking day! I tried to find Astrid before we left, but she was nowhere inside the School.<p>

Ok, maybe that's exaggerating, but come on, I looked though several classrooms that she told me she had, and went to her dorm room. Nada. Before I knew it, I was out the door with the Arrow before I could process it.

I expected us to get in some, I don't know, Arrow-Mobile, or Arrow-Wing, maybe an Arrow-boat, I dunno. Nope, he led me to:

"An old shed?" I asked in just plain surprise. The thing looked like a worthless old tools he'd nobody had paid attention to since around the time of the vikings. I watched as my new mentor walked up to it and pried the creaky wooden door open.

"You coming, kid," he asked, and I noticed he had. Finally turned his voice disguised off. He sounded more like a regular guy, instead of an a hybrid of Batman and Darth Vader. I shook myself out of my shock and followed him.

As soon as I entered, he shut the door. "Um," I said, hesitating a brief second, marveling at what a weird situation I had gotten myself into.

Then: "Recognized: Arrow, Identity: Restricted. Authorized. Haddock, Draco H. No assigned alias. Authorized," a computerized female voice said, before a yellow light consumed the inside of the shed, eclipsing everyone and everything inside in its blazing light.

It felt like being doused by ice waterwhile going down a slide, only I was still upright. That might sound weird, but it's kinda one of those things you need to experience to really _get_**[2]**.

When it stopped, I shuddered, the vibration running up my spine. "Oooook, that was weird. Should I feel like I was just in Antarctica for a split second?"

"You'll get used to it," he responded. I realized that we were no longer in the shed, but on a large sandy beach, the waves lapping behind us. There was a dark grey sky above us, giving it the same feel of a recent battlefield. The land in front of us was covered in craggy mountains that rose up in a circle, making a kind of grotesque crown, and covered in greenery. It should have been beautiful, but something about this place made me want to get back in the tele-thingy and hide under my bed.

We were standing in a kind of makeshift camp, boxes of supplies and a pair of tents positioned in a ring. "Welcome to Lian Yu," the Arrow stated calmly. "The place that I discovered my ability, and the place I train every protégée I've had after Arsenal."

"Ah," I said, leaning on my walking stick. "So _this_ is when we start.

* * *

><p>After the superhuman pair had left the shed via the teleporter, there was a large puff of purple smoke. The vapor soon cleared, dispersing into the air.<p>

As it did, the occupant of it was revealed. He was extremly tall and lean, with red-newt like skin. His eyes were like a newt too, yellow with squiggly pupils. But his face had a human structure, as did his body. Under his large brown coat he wore a black Kevlar suit with dark purple highlights lining the arms, legs, and torso muscles. On his chest, like a police badge, was the emblem of a purple whisp of vapor.

He opened the door and stepped inside. The same computerized female voice sounded. "Recognized, Oswald A., Smokejumper. Missing. Now returned. Authorized."

The yellow light consumed the reptilian teleporter, and he stood silently as the transporter took its effect. He did not look forward to what he was about to do. But he felt he needed to do it. No one else knew what he knew. No one would belive him. He needed to get justice himself.

He needed to kill Hiccup Haddock.

* * *

><p>"This is Aimi Yoshida," The Arrow introduced me to my new classmate. She was a Japanese girl that looked around thriteen. She was a full head shorter than me, with jet black hair cut into a short bob cut that ended at her chin. She wore a yellow shirt and black leggings, a badge like symbol of a yellow explosion was pinned on her chest.<p>

"So your the shapeshifter he's been telling me about," she said, shaking my hand. Her voice didn't have a hint of an accent in it, her english was perfect.

"Yup," I said, nodding and stuffing my hand back in my pocket. Arrow had given me a cybernetic brace that that compensated my limp, but not entirely. It still felt much better than the walking stick, and made it much easier to move about. She looked me up and down, scritinizing me as if I was something she was considering buying, but couldn't decide if I was worth it.

I decided not to take too much offense.

"What can you do?" I asked. She grinned and held up her fist, looking like an imp who was about to punch me. Instantly her fist was covered in yellow energy. "I create and project energy. Also, Hood over there decided that I should be the living generator for his teleporter."

"It's called a Zeta Beam," he deadpanned.

Aimi grew a very infectious grin on her face and tugged on my arm. "Well, go on. Transform. Turn into your alternate form, I wanna see!"

"Do you project energy, or are you full of it?" I asked, and she flared at me cooly. I grinned sheepishly, and closed my eyes. I was about to open my mental floodgates, let my scales and wings and tail emerge, let the monster out...

Nothing happened. Nada. Nope. I opened my eyes and blinked. "Ok, that's weird. I can't seem to..." I said, and tried again. Nothing. I realized that the pressure in the back of my head, the mental barrier that I had put between me and my alt form gone.

There was an awkward silence as the two people in my company stared at me. Aimi was giving my an unimpressed look, one thin eyebrow raised in a mocking way. "Wooooow," she said. "Now that's some shapeshifting," she clapped slowly and sarcastically.

"This isn't normal. It's normally like a reflex for me. I normally have to keep it in, but it's just... Not there anymore." I knit my eyebrows together. "Ok, ok, maybe I'm going about this wrong. The generator obviously screwed up my transformation methods."

I concentrated, searching my practically empty head for where my other form had gone. I mean, it couldn't have eliminated the the monster in me, could it? Suddenly I felt something. Something like the floodgates I used it have for my dragon form.

"Wait," I said. "I think I have-ARG!" I shouted, as I tried to activate it. It hurt like the first time I ever transformed, and I doubled over in pain. I felt someone touch me, one of them asked if I was all right, but it was like I was deep underwater. I could barely hear a thing.

A ripping pain went through my spine, on my ears, forearms, legs, and face. My body tingled, and I felt like I was being inflated like a balloon. I fell into the sand, panting heavily.

My vision finally cleared. Everything was tinged green. The sounds sounded... Sharper. More defined than ever, even more than my usual enhanced hearing. I looked up at the Arrow and Aimi.

"Dude," the Japanese girl said. "You look awesome!"

I blinked at her, then looked down at myself. "WHAT THE-" I cut myself off, biting my tongue. I seemed to have become a hybrid of myself and my other face. I was better built, with a feline muscle structure like the monster I could become. I had a pair of jointless wings on my back**[3]**. They probably couldn't fly, but they would be excellent for gliding. I had a long tail, a bit like the one I had as a big black lizard, but it didn't have any fins, and felt more flexible. My forearms were thicker and covered in scales, and my fingers had turned into claws. I could feel triangular spines running down my back, and when I moved my tongue around my teeth, I felt pointed fangs. A quick feel of my face revealed scales around my eyes and in my cheeks, and longer, pointed ears.

"Woa," I said. "Couldn't do this before..." I struggled to my feet the brace whined as I got up, but it was easier still to walk on it now in the form. I discovered that I now was nearly the Arrow's hight, towering ver Aimi by at least two feet.

"Another effect of the generator?" I asked, looking at my hands and flexing the claws. I looked behind me and lifted my tail. I had some experience having one, since I had used my monster form before, but this one was different. If felt lighter and longer than that one. I twisted it a bit, testing its flexibility and how easily I could move it.

"Apparently," he nodded. "This will have to do."

"Do for what?" I asked, tilting my head. I fluttered my joint less wings, testing them out. While I might have rarely used my alternate form, my regular use of powers limited to just enhancing my vision. But I could get used to this. This body was a lot less bulky, and a lot more refined than my normal one. I grinned and lifted my tail again, giving it a slight flick in the air.

"As a good teacher at Wells' school once said, 'I believe in learning on the job'. So, today, you will utilize your powers to survive here. I will be back in twenty four hours, and I will be at the ready to help. Just press the S.O.S button on your badge, Aimi," he nodded to the little explosion emblem on her chest.

I looked at him. "I made a commitment. Besides, how bad can a day on an strangely creepy island paradise be?" I commented. Aimi nodded enthusiastically. "If Tailboy's in, so am I!"

The Arrow nodded and turned towards the Zeta. "Then good luck."

"W-w-w-wait," I said, caught off guard. My tail thumped into the sand as I dropped it in shock. I had thought he would give us some time to prepare. He was just... Tossing us in the deep end? Well, kinda seemed his style I guess.

"Relax. It's nothing you two can't handle. Honestly, the place isn't so bad without the psychotic superhumans and there's only one wolf pack left."

"Wolves?!" Aimi squeaked. I could have sworn he was smirking as the yellow light of the Zeta Beam consumed the green archer. I watched as he disappeared, then looked at what was now the only other intelligent being for miles and miles around if sea.

"So... Whattaya want to do?"

* * *

><p>Astrid sat cross-legged on one of the tables in the courtyard, her notebook on her lap. Her hand was literally a blur across the paper as she used her super-speed to write. She had mastered being able to do this without ripping the paper a while ago.<p>

As time passed, the graphite on the paper was no longer taking the shape of her notes, but a very detailed illustration of Hiccup's monster form. She grinned to herself as the wings manifested themselves. She absolutely envied her best friend for being able to take that form, and marveled at the fact that he never bothered to learn to use it.

She stopped doodling as the final fin on his tail finished. On her notebook was a very realistic drawing of the monster in mid pounce, fangs bared, wings half splayed and a determined glint in his large eyes.

She planted her cheek on her hand and sighed through her nose, considering it. Ever since Hiccup had woken up, she'd had an almost unbearable urge to tell him... She looked at her arms and scowled at her sleeve as the skin underneath burned and crawled and itched terribly.

No, she decided, she wouldn't tell him. Not yet anyway. Maybe she could still fix it. Maybe she could still re-obtain what she was rapidly loosing. The young Hofferson speed demon was never gonna give up, not even when she knew it was pointless.

Suddenly a shadow passed over her. Her head whipped up so fast that, had it not been for her enhanced durability, she would have given herself whiplash. Soaring above them at a speed that, even with her sped-up perception of the world, made it a large black blur in the sky.

That... Was not Hiccup she decided immediately. First of all, he had no clue in the world how to get airborne. She once talked him into trying, and the resulting reptile-style face plant from fifty feet up had immediately dashed any conviction for learning it he had. Second, the feel she got from it was just... Wrong in every way. Words from the past floated into her brain.

"_Astrid," the eight year old Hiccup whined, trying to talk his over-excited blond companion out of her latest idea: to hunt down the entity that had ruined the brunette shapeshifter's life. "It was a monster, like I can do! Only it was bigger... I think. I can't quite remember it, but I know we were simmilar!"_

_"Well than we have a good idea of what to look for, don't we?!" Came eight year old Astrid's cheery reply as she bumped her timid freind with a shoulder. He groaned and rolled his eyes. _

A cold feeling iced her gut. This was the monster that had ruined Hiccup's childhood, the reason he woke up at night screaming from his nightmares and the reason her best friend thought hated his own power instead of enjoying it, since he resembled it so strongly.

She stuffed her notebook in her bag, then equipped the goggles and earphones. Not so much of a fashion statement as it looked, the items were actually to protect her eyes and ears from damage when she moved at intense speeds.

The feeling in her arm, and in fact, most of her skin, forgotten, she zipped off after the creature, the other students only seeing a blue and yellow blur as she raced out of the area and after her new prey.

* * *

><p>KABOOM! A boulder exploded in a starburst of yellow energy. Behind it was a sheepish looking Aimi, who obviously hadn't meant to do that. I sat on a ledge above her, stretching my joint less wings and preparing to try and glide. I still had yet to find where my monster form had gotten to in my head, but It wouldn't be long before I could find it... Probably.<p>

"Oops," she said, an embarrassed laugh in her throat.

"Hey, don't worry about it," I consoled her. "When Astrid got her powers, she couldn't stop moving at high speeds. Her forehead was blue and grey for weeks from all the stuff she was running into! ... And she would probably smack me upside the head for telling you that," I grinned.

Aimi flexed her fingers. "I know, I know, but it's kinds scary, not knowing if your accidentally going to blow something up." She didn't sound to scared though. After the Arrow had left, she had told me her story.

The kid had lived in a very bad part of Japan, where superhumans had it pretty rough. Her dad was a superhuman, and so was her mom. A pair of elemental controllers, fire and electricity, both contributed to the qualities of her energy blasts.

She had lived a good enough life... Until one day she had accidentally blown up a store window by pointing at it. After that, her parents had ushered her onto a boat to America. Unfortunately, they only had enough pay for one person and... Parents, right? The Arrow had found her with her foster parents, scared to even move in case more energy blasts resulted from it. Too young and too late to go to Wells' school, she ended up here, with me.

So far, she was actually pretty nice. A bit impish, and could be a bit pesky, but she was generally a good young girl to have around. Certainly made for some chatty company.

"So, what your saying is, you can normaly turn into a dragon, instead of," she rolled her hand in my general direction. "This."

"You just gestured to all of me," I said flatly, and she nodded enthusiastically. "And it guess. I always called it a monster. Never really considered calling it a dragon before," I said as I tried to grip something with my tail. I was hoping it was prehensile, but the thing seemed to be too stiff at the moment to really wrap around and get a good grip on anything

"Dude, you got all the major qualities a dragon had. You have the scales, the wicked eyes, wings, claws, a tail, spines, a roar, and coolest of all, you breath FIRE!" She jumped as she shouted the last word, causing another eruption of energy from her arms that shot into the sky like a fear, where it exploded, and briefly resembled a miniature star. she stared at were it had been for a moment and blinked. "Oops... Again."

I laughed. "Yeah," I said. "But don't look too excited. Apparently the big guys gotten lost in this thing," I said, rapping on the side of my skull with a scaly, claw-made fist. "He's probably still in there, but it might take me a bit to find him again."

She nodded, then something strange happened. I straightened, the animalistic nature of my powers sensing something was wrong. Something didn't feel right. I don't know what it was. My tail lashed about behind me with a mind of its own, and my kite-like wings quivered. Without my consent, a growl sounded in my throat.

"What is it?" She asked, and I just kept growling, looking about. "Something wrong?"

I shrugged and looked around, crouching on the ground. "I don't know. But... It's just... Something's wrong." Suddenly there was a loud puffing sound and purple smoke billowed out of one of the trees.

I hissed, and flared my wings like a frilled lizard. Aimi scowled, clenching her fists as her yellow energy eclipsed her small hands in their glow. A loud screech accompanied the next puff of smoke, which came from a completely different tree. Our attacker was trying to scare us.

The cracks between the scales of my forearms pulsated with blue light, and I held them up, ready to open fire if anything appeared. I lashed my tail trying to get out some of the nervous energy.

Suddenly a tall figure appeared in a third burst of smoke, erupting from straight above us. It was the guy from the dire. As he fell, he kicked Aimi straight in the abdomen. Her energy went out from the shock of the blow, and she stumbled backwards, coughing in pain.

I tried to shoot the plasma blasts, bit it was different than using the dragon form. I still hadn't found the trigger. I looked at my hands and shrugged. He teleported again, and reappeared behind me. I whirled, ready to land a hit on him, but his vanished again, reappearing behind me and planting a solid kick on my spine.

I tumbled forwards, pain spiking in the area he had hit me. Without warning, he had teleported under me, sweeping my legs out from under me with his own, before pulling his disappearing act again. However, this time, when he was back, he found a sphere of energy hurled into his side, courtesy of Aimi. She grinned, but this look was quickly banished when our attacker straightened.

She bright her arms up, and an intense beam of light erupted from her forearms. In an instantly he was behind her, putting her in a chokehold. Her beam continued, however, and he twisted, aiming my new friend like a weapon.

I dove out of the way, stumbling as the brace that supported my left leg nearly broke from the force of the action. Then, I bounded forwards, throwing myself with my arms and grabbed his leg with my tail. He tripped, falling, but disappeared before he hit the ground.

Next thing I knew I felt a kick to my shoulder, and was sent flying. "Draco!" Aimi called, rushing to my side. Suddenly, the teleported was there, as he grabbed her by the throat. Unfortunately, he outsized her by a good bit, and was able to easily throw her aside. She landed in the tall foliage with a thump.

"Now that your awake," he said, planting his foot on my chest as I tried to get up. "I'll finally give you the death you deserve for what you did!"

"Huh?" I tilted my head. "What? What did I do." He didn't seem to be too chatty, as he reached into his jacket, and pulled out a gun. Why a superpowered individual would carry a firearm, beyond it being useful to their power, is beyond me.

The weapon was knocked out of his hand by another bolt from Aimi. She had gotten up, a few twigs in her raven hair, and her cheek was smeared with dirt, and a bit scraped up, but none the worse for wear. He growled at her, and she drew her arm back like she was about to pitch a softball. He exploded into purple smoke again, vanishing.

She rushed over to me, and I groaned as I got up. "I think we might need some help. We're getting our tails handed to us," I puffed. There was an awkward beat of silence as my actual tail lashed behind me. "Ok, bad choice of words. But I think we need to call the Arrow!" She nodded, and reached for her badge-" only to discover it wasn't there. "What the-"

Purple smoke bellowed out of the space behind her, and the teleported was back. He held his gun in one hand, then flashed Aimi's badge at us teasingly, grinning like a madman. Her face dropped, then she said, in complete deadpan, "Crap."

* * *

><p>Astrid pursued it as if flew above the forest. She hated running in such areas because she couldn't maneuver well with her speed, but she was managing. It's black shape skimmed the tops of the trees, shadow eliminating what little light was under it on the floor.<p>

She zipped over a particularly large tree root and stumbled, nearly loosing it.

No, she thought. She would not fail her friend. Never. She scowled in determination, leaning forward and putting more effort into each step. She vaulted over another obstacles as the thing finally started to land.

When it did, she promptly skidded to a halt as fast as she possibly could, bracing her leg against a tree to help. She swallowed, and risked a glance behind the tree into the clearing where the monster had landed.

It puffed, clearly a bit worn out from the effort of the flight and then looked around. It rose onto its hind legs, and began to change. It wasn't at all like Hiccup's transforming. It was disturbing. Bones popped, skin withered and changed color, and she swore she thought that he was gonna do something disgusting soon.

When it stopped, she was looking at a creature with a long tail, joint less wings, and a humanoid body. He had scaly, gauntlet like forearms, and an animalistic build. "Huh," he rasped, looking at himself. "Couldn't do this... Before..." He snarled and whipped his tail. When he turned, almost jumped in fright. Instead, her eyes widened in shock. His entire face was covered in scales, and his eyes were bright purple. He looked more lizard like than human. "Interesting," he rasped.

She swallowed, a bit disturbed by the sight, and prepared to go confront him, but when she dashed into the clearing, he was gone. She looked around, confused. Then she felt an arm wrap around her throat, constricting her. She gasped in shock, then slammed her fist into her assailant's abdomen. He released her, and the blond speedster dropped to the ground, coughing. When she got up to hit him, she suddenly found one of his larger fists slamming into the top of her head. She groaned and got back up, focusing to accelerate her perception to where he was nearly standing still.

But that didn't stop the blast of purple fire-stud that had already left his scaly fist from hitting the ground at her feet pretty fast. She flew into the air, tumbling, and loosing focus. He aimed his glowing arms at her, but she dashed forwards, landing a square hit on his jaw, then proceeded to ram her fists into his side with super speed-

"OW!" She yelled, and clutched her fists. The skin had split at the knuckles, and there were multiple rips down the length of her forearm. The speed of the blow had been almost too much for her limb to take. "Too fast kid?" He rasped. "I thought thought there was no such thing for people like you?" She clutched her arm, thanking her luck that her speed extended to healing.

"Good try kid," he rasped. "But I've gone toe-to-toe with the likes of Harrison Wells and Barry Allen. I know how to handle speedsters like you. She yelled in anger and scrambled forwards, but found herself lifted off the ground my her stomach, courtesy of his long, apparently prehensile tail wrapping around her and restricting her arms. "Goodnight..." He said, then reared one of his fists back.

* * *

><p>We ended up running. Don't judge us... Seriously, this guy had a gun, and a knife, and who knows how many years of experience on his side. Us... A girl with the firepower similar to a military grade missile, and control similar to a chipmunk pumped with adrenaline near nuts and a boy with powers that just <em>won't. Work. Right. <em>

Although, _where_ we were headed, I wasn't exactly sure.

It would take some training to stay a hybrid for long periods of time, and I was pretty sure it would be the same once I redescovered how to go full dragon.

Aimi, however, wasn't showing a lot of signs of fatigue. I realized how out if shape I was as a pure human. I should probably work on that. The brace whined, as I leaned against a tree. "How is this possible," Aimi asked, "This place is uninhabited! The only way he could get here is through the..." She trailed off, the fear of our situation seemingly shotting out her grasp on english temporarily. "...Thing. What was the name in English?"

I was too tired to answer. I gulped down as much air as was superhumanly possible. "This should be over now," she ranted. "He should have been able to catch us in, like, two seconds, tops!"

"Cat... And... Mouse," I heaved. It was true. He was playing like us like the clichéd cat and the clichéd mouse, batting us around and watching is squirm before putting us out of our misery. Squeezing any energy I had left out, I tried to break out into a sprint-

And suddenly the air was filled with a ginormous amount of purple smoke. The teleporter's fist shot out and clocked me in the jaw. I fell backwards, my ears ringing. Aimi's yellow beam cut across my feild of vision, before I heard her cry out in pain.

I grimaced, pushing myself up and doing my best to shift, but the blow to the head was making it hard to even find my hybrid form, let alone my monster one, which admittedly I missed.

With a huff, I got up and shook my head. The teleporter was jumping between the bolts of energy Aimi hurled at him. He appeared behind her and slammed his fists into the back of her head, and she tumbled to the ground. The young superhuman moaned in pain, and rolled onto her back, hissing as she clutched the wounded spit. He had broken the skin, and her raven hair was slowly turning dark red.

I got up and growled. I couldn't seem to activate my dragon form.

"You two have power, I'll give you that. But you don't have a clue in the world on how to use it," he hissed.

The words were like a spike to my brain. My eyes widened, and for a breif moment, I felt like I was being consumed by fire again. The sound of the explosions, the heat on my monster form's scales. The image of a man in a black suit flashed in front of my mind... But also in that instance, I found my monster form.

And something else.

* * *

><p>Aimi was pretty sure she was having the second suckiest days of all the thirteen years she had lived. She rolled onto her side, trying to ignore the pain in her head. Shakkuri (the japanese version of Hiccup's name) was getting up off the ground.<p>

Something seemed to come over him. The deadpan humor that he had carried since she had met him were gone. His eyes were cold and empty. He released a growl that sounded feral from his throat, before there was a spark of blue from his eyes that scared even me a little.

In an instant he was in hi sky rid form. The teleporter ported himself behind the shapeshifter, but to both of our surprises, his tail laser out and wrapped around his torso, holding him in place. He turned and faced the superhuman that had hunted us.

He said nothing, just growled again, before slamming both his fists down on the superhuman's head, then threw him to the ground.

Suddenly there was a ripping sound, and Hiccup changed again. He grew bigger and larger, jointless wings growing longer and more refined until they resembled actual bats' wings, not just odd kites. His tail grew longer, sprouting fins and bumps. The spines on his back got longer and his body got bigger, scales covering him entirely. Head, bigger, eyes larger, teeth sharper.

He was now a truly terrifying beast, looking above the teleported, who didn't seem nearly as surprised as me. He vanished into his purple smoke gain and reappeared above the dragon, falling on his head. Hiccup roared violently and shook his head wildly from side to side.

Suddenly he rammed his head into the hard-packed dirt in front of him, squishing our adversary like a bug. His skin sparked, until a blue glow illuminated from his head, back and tail. His eyes were eclipsed by blue light as well.

I watched as the dazed teleported tried to get up, but Hiccup's paw smashed him back into the ground. He loomed over the newt-skinned man and the claws of his front paws clenching into draconic fists. He proceeded to beat the teleported into the ground savagely.

Purple smoke erupted from the crater he had made, and the dragon snarled in anger. The other superhuman reappeared with his gun and landed on Hiccup's back. "I wanted you to suffer... But this will have to do!" He said. He was now covered in cuts and bruises, blood on his face and on his ripped up suit.

The glow coming off Hiccup intensified and he flinched, before one of the dragons huge wings sent him flying forwards. He leapt after him, dissapesringaring into the trees. I pushed myself up, despite the ringing in my ears.

Suddenly I noticed something shiny on the ground. My badge, the one that the Arrow had given me. The one that could contact him. I pressed the button. The way Hiccup was now steamrolling the intruder, I didn't think that he would be a problem. But he seemed feral now... I might need some help reigning him in.

* * *

><p><strong>"RAAARRGHH!"<strong> I roared as I threw the teleporting superhuman into a tree. He groaned and shook his head, before I was on him again, pinning him under my claw.

I was barely aware of myself, rage burning me up inside. I felt like I was in the generator explosion that I barely remembered, being broiled and cooked inside my scales. More clarity of those minuets of terror were coming back to me. The fear and terror of being trapped, my fireproof skin being the only comfort, and a small own at that since I could go back to being human at any time.

I reared back, a plasma blast welling in my throat. Unlike my unreliable hybrid form, the plasma inside me dutifully came when I willed it, ready to fire. He teleported again and got onto one of my wings. I had liberated his gun from him long ago, but it seemed have had a knife, and began to plunge it down towards the smooth membrane of my wing.

I flapped them violently, shaking him off. He landed in the dirt behind me, and I slammed my tail on him with a loud bang. And I did it again. And again. And again. Over and over, slamming the large limb down on him.

I morphed back into hybrid form, the light from the monster one still shining off skin and scales, and jumped onto him, using my claws to grab him by the head. He was bloody, battle bruised, and defeated. **"WHY?!" **I roared, voice laced with the roars of my monster form. **"WHY DID YOU ATTACK ME?!" **Iwasn't going to stand for this. I wasn't going to let an unprovoked attack stand. What the hell had I ever done to him? WHAT?

He did not answer, just groaned and let his head lol to the side. The light coming off me got brighter, and I'm pretty sure I could hear a whining sound as the cracks between the cakes of my forearms began to shine, the tell-tale sign of a plasma blast.

"Stop!" I heard a voice say, then there was the sharp_ thwip-skee_ of an arrow being launched. I looked and winced as a blunt arrow hit my unscaled, unarmored shoulder, probably heaving a serious bruise were it had hit.

Standing on a ledge above me was the Arrow. He was looking at me from under his hood unshocked. Of course, he had probably seen out-of-control superhumans before. "Hiccup, you won! Put! Him! Down!"

I huffed and puffed, blinking. Then another snarl ripped out of my throat, and I turned back to the teleporter, earning me another blunt arrow to my other shoulder. I stumbled backwards, letting go of him. I shook my head and growled. My eyesight went from bright blue, back to green tinged, and the glow began to face from my body. I took a few deep breaths, the anger and the memories from the generator draining out of my head.

I looked at the wounded man beneath me and jumped backwards. Oh dear lord, what had I done? What had I done? I looked at my scaled hands, flecked red, and snarled.

* * *

><p>His name was Oswald A. "Agreeable" Galen. He was a superhuman, obviously, known as Smokejumper, a vigilante like the Arrow.<p>

Ne had been after me... Because he thought I blew up the generator. And his son, Dan D. "Dagur" Galen, had died. Well, presumed dead. No body was ever found**[4]**. He unhindered by the death of his child. He wanted to kill me for taking his son away from him. Apparently, his mental health hadn't been optimal before the incident in the first place. After all, he was defended from a viking clan called 'the Berzerkers'. And looking like a newt couldn't have a positive effect on the old noggin, can it?

The Arrow didn't blame me. Apparently, Arsenal had been the same at one point. And his partner, Freelancer, had moments where his self control lapsed. Heck, even the Jade Archer himself had been prone to that sometimes.

But I still didn't like what I did, though Smokejumper would live. But I had almost done something irreparable to him. The generator had screwed with my abilities more than we thought if it made me do this...

I needed to talk to someone. I didn't need to talk to them about what I did, or anything personal. I didn't want to, anyway. Maybe eventually, but I didn't want to really talk about what is done to anyone who wasn't there to see it for themselves. But what I _did _need was to hear someone. Someone I knew. Someone familiar amongst all this... New. And I knew exactly who to go to.

"Ast?" I asked, opening the door to her room. The blond speedster was on her bed, a barely-visible bruise on her left temple. She jolted awake at the sound of my voice. "Wha? Hic?" She asked, sitting up.

"How'd you get that?" I asked, pointing to the bruise. She looked confused for a moment, then touched it. She hissed in pain and lowered her hand. "Don't know. Musta hit something while I was running. Had some crazy dream about an evil version of you**[5]**. Nuts, eh?"

"Yeah." I said. I was silent for a bit, before asking, "Are you... Ok. You were acting a bit strange at lunch yesterday. You were... Slowing down. You don't do that, unless you got some problem on your mind."

I swore there was something again to fear flashing in her eyes, before she shook her head. "It's fine. It's a stupid thing that I probably shouldn't let get to me. I'm... Well, things have been different without you around. Whenever there was any really, really big decision to make, you were always like Jiminy Cricket, only, you know, less creepy. And more annoying."

I scowled, and she shrugged. "Dating Eret... And some other stuff... I just think now I could have used the second opinion on things."

I nodded. "If I remember correctly, my opinion was usually smashed under yours. You know. Like a grape." She gave me a deadpan look. "I was listening, lizard head. I just didn't want you to get an ego and start thinking you could tell me what to do."

I rolled my eyes at that. "Like that could ever happen," I scoffed.

"But anyway, the problem in dealing with... I can handle it. Really, I can." I assured him. "It's not something you need to get involved in. I can handle it." I looked her in the eyes. She was lying. I could tell, but trying to wring the info from her would be as had as wrestling a bull to the ground... And probably result in as much pain, both physically and emotionally.

"All right," I nodded, deciding to leave the issue for now. I could wear her down for the answer over time, but I wasn't going to get it out of her tonight. And that was fine. I had a secret too now. Arrow had told me not to tell anyone what I was doing in my spare time, at least not for a while, not giving me much option. So she could keep her secret. I would get it out of her eventually.

She smiled at me apparently letting it go. "Ok, then," I said. "So what have you been doing all day? Hope you didn't get to bored."

Oh boy. This was gonna be a bit hard to explain...

_Things can change. I know that better than just about anyone. But I'm gonna have to be able to adapt to all this stuff, make it work somehow. And I need to get a handle on my powers, figure out how to access monster form without getting the glowy, angry side effect. And how to make the hybrid's plasma blasts actually work... Most of all, what Astrid,'s problem is. __But I think I can. After all, it's just one more step on the way to getting my dad out of jail..._

* * *

><p>The Man in Black landed flapping his wings, and transformed. This time he was not a humanreptile hybrid, but a normal human in a black suit. He adjusted his tie and rolled his shoulders. "Never get tired of that," he remarked with satisfaction.

The day had been a bit odd for him. That speedster had nearly broken the scales on his chest when she had hurt herself. That was odd. He'd seen speedsters move ten times that speed and not get any ill effects from it.

Eh, no matter. The ripped skin would have healed by now, and the drug he gave her would make the whole experience seen like a dream to her. No damage done. He cracked his neck and began walking towards the Dr. Wells' school.

Where he worked as a teacher. Funny, how the little hatchling he had confronted as a child was so unaware the quarry he had hunted since he could transform was right under his nose.

It would be his undoing. The Man in Black, AKA the Monster, and most of all, Skullion**[6]**,would finish the job he had started eight years ago.

**[1]If you need a visual, Eret's powers are like the Marvel hero's, Collossus. The power to turn into living steel. Don't know why I gave him that, just seems right somehow. **

**[2]This is the Zeta Beam from the show Young Justice. I'm a superhero fan, and this fic is me finally indulging myself and going all out on my favorite parts of both marvel, Dc, and putting them into HTTYD. Sorry. And no one ask why he has one, that _will _be explained eventually.**

**[3]Just to be clear, Hybrid form is based off of Nightcrawler, a Marvel mutant. (Tail, pointy ears, usual skin features) I just love the guy. If you dont think Nightcrawler is epic... Well, you suck (KIDDING, PLEASE DONT HOLD ME TO THAT...). Anyway the wings are like a Changewing. I dindnt want to make Night Fury form only useful for being a bruiser, so he can only glide as a hybrid. **

**[4]I might have Dagur in here later. I have no plans for it, though, so this may be the one time in a story that presumed dead is actually correct. Don't get your hopes up. And if he does, I'll probably make him like the Joker {Shudders}. **

**[5]ASTRID CONFRONTING THE MAN IN BLACK WAS NOT A DREAM. She only thinks it was. Ok?**

**[6] Before anyone points out that in the books Slullions are blind, deaf, and wingless, he was meant to be Hiccup's rival. Wouldn't be able to beat a night fury if he could only smell stuff and couldn't get off the ground, would he?**

**WOW that took a long time. And it was a long chapter. But if your reading this, that means you persevered long enough to see this. Thanks! Also IMPORTANT: there is a poll on my bio. Hiccup will get one extra power. Vote to determine which one it is! **

**Also, Aimi! She's based on the character of the same name from X Men destiny, but is technically still an OC, since I changed some things with her, such as age and a bit of her appearance and made her a bit more childish than she was in the game. She's more of a reoccurring character than a main ones she won't appear every chapter. Anyway, this is the end for now. I'm signing off, and have a super whatever-point-in-time-you-read-this. **

**-RNC (Teleports away) **


	5. Arkham PT 1

_Family's important. You know it, I know it, Batman and Doctor Doom know it. But their not always the center of your world, are they? You can get estranged from the people you love easily. Sometimes you don't even mean it._

It was raining on Arkham. The small island asylum was a mile or so off the coast of Gotham, a city of crime. The prisoners here were nothing to be messed with, even the minor ones. It held the likes of a crocodile-esque man, a woman who could control nature, and a rather sadistic and extremly dangerous clown.

But the visitor wasn't here for them. They were more intrested in killing the local vigilante to help him with his business, thus useless to him. He strolled up to the gates of the prison in his human persona. Well, one of them. The guard at the gate stood.

"Can I help you," he said, an edge of aggression underlining his tone.

"I'm here for a visitation. Norbert Vorpent and Sam Ancester." He looked at the suited man like he was crazy. "Is there something wrong," the visitor asked. The guard looked him up and down. "Are you carrying-"

"Look, guy," the visitor held up a hand. He could fight his way in, but that would be messy and cost him unnecessary ammounts of dry cleaning funds to get the blood out of his clothes. So, he resolved to resort to clever lies and tricks. "I know your on the Joker's payroll. Get me in without questions and let me visit them unnoticed, and I won't let the clown know you were disobeying his wishes, ok?"

The name had an immediate effect on the dirty cop. He nodded vigorously, paling slightly. The visitor smirked. This guy had learned not to question people who worked for the Clown Prince. Smart, he'd live longer... Erm, maybe. But unfortunatly he hadn't learned to actually see if people claiming to work for that pasty-faced freak were actually telling the truth or not.

"Have a nice day, he nodded at the guard, and made his way to the visitation booth room. While he was waiting, he sighed and pulled a mask out of his jacket. It was black, like his attire, and shaped into a creepily realistic assimilation of the face of a human skull.

He put it on, and closed his eyes. When he opened them again, they were glowing, the whites and irises converted to bright blue flecked with purple. He released a deep, rasping breath. The door creaked on the other side of the glads, and two figures entered.

One was a tall man, with coarse-looking brown hair in a rat's nest and beard on his head. One of his brown irises was bigger than the other, and its counterpart was abnormally small. Tubes had ben surgically attached to his muscled arms, legs and torso, attached to a an empty pack on his back.

The other newcomer was even more unusual. He had yellow-green skin, and pure black eyes. His hair and beard were tentacle-like, masses of fleshy limbs with suckers. Four particularly long tentacles stretched out of his back, all chained into an uncomfortable-looking knot. His right arm was similar to a crab's claw. He had been born like this; a severe physical mutation. This happened to some Superhumans. People like him couldn't hide.

"Ah," the visitor said, spreading his arms as if welcoming them into his home. His tone was almost freindly and business-like. "So, Norbert the Nutjob, and Squidface the Terrible," the both growled at the use of their offensive nicknames. "I have a proposition for you," his inhuman eyes glowed with anticipation. As they did, they shifted some, glowing blue in color, before he chuckled a bit.

* * *

><p><strong><em><span>How To Be A Hero<span>_**

**_Chapter 4:_**

**_Arkham, PT. 1_**

* * *

><p>I stood over the edge of the cliff on Lian-Yu. The Arrow was to my left in full vigilante attire, mechanical longbow slung across his chest and hood and mask up, as usual. He always showed up to our 'classes' like that, looking like he was about to go make some Mr. Rich wet himself for what he did.<p>

On my right side was Aimi. She was dressed in a dark yellow zip-up coat and jeans, her badge pinned to the pocket of her coat. It had been raining here recently, and we were so far north that, despite the fact that it was late summer, it was freezing here.

I was not so lucky. I was in hybrid form. Since the wings ruined any shirt I could wear, abd the membrane was too big for holes, I had to go without, just having black sweatpants.

I was about to try and glide. The cliff in front of us was relitivly small, the bottom only about fifteen feet below us. I lashed my tail trepidatiously. Despite not being near enough for a fatal fall, every nerve in my bode was screaming 'DON'T JUMP'!

"Ok," Arrow said, putting a hand on my shoulder. "This is simple. There's an air current around here. That, combined with the size of your wings, should carry you." I raised an eyebrow and twisted to look at him.

"_Should_ carry me?" I laughed humorlesly. "That's comforting." I licked my lips, and spread my wings. From a distance you'd think I was a gigantic bat or something from the way they were shaped. If you've seen pictures of the Gotham vigilante, I believe his glider looks almost similar.

I swallowed, trying to gather the courage to do it. Arrow had told me that it was inevitable that I would get hurt. Well, I might as well get it over with, right?

I held the edged of my wings, trying to really feel them. I stood straight, wings stretched taught and tail as straight as a board. I resisted the urge to bite my lip, as my pointed teeth would probably end up stabbing into my skin.

Arrow patted my shoulder encouragingly, and Aimi smirked. She seemed to be rather enthusiastic about this, as if she wanted to see me become street-pizza. Or rather, jungle pizza. "Ok," I said, my voice quivering a bit. "Here I go..."

I leaned forwards, and-

"Yaagh!" I screamed as I dropped like a stone. I landed in the brush with a dull thump. Aimi was cackling above me, nearly falling off the edge herself. Arrow was just looking stony, pinching the bridge of his nose.

I tried again. That time I couldn't do it. I just couldn't.

The next time I tried to get a running start. I slipped on the edge end ended up tumbling down headfirst, and only barely managed to break my fall with a tree. I also tried jumping out of a tree.

I nearly had it one time, jumping over this rather nice looking cove with a lake, a waterfall and stuff. It would have been nice to hang out there at a different time. As it was, the wind picked me up as I fell, yes, but weakly, haphazardly, and ungracefully. I landed in this really tall grass on the other side.

Try after try, I failed epically. Crashed into a tree, didn't even start gliding, landed in the lake. Crash after crash after crash. I'm pretty sure Aimi nearly died from laughing at me.

That was pretty much my day. We had been doing this about a week, a day after we fought Smokejumper. There was another method, but I was finally becoming frustrated enough to try it.

The sink or swim method.

Before the day was out, I found myself at the largest cliff the Arrow had managed to find. It stretched far, far downwards. From there, the largest trees were minute little bunches of green. "Ok, let's go over it again," I said. "I jump. I try to relax as I am potentially falling to my death, and try to catch the air with my wings, even though it only seems to work one out of five hundred and twenty-three times." I said all this completely calmly, as if going through the steps of a math problem.

"You don't have to do it," the Arrow said. Even he seemed a bit nervous, and he wasn't even the one jumping. He shifted from foot to foot. "I had one of my allies run the numbers. If you angle yourself right, you should glide smoothly and land completely safe."

I looked at the drop, feeling a bit sick. "I trust you," I said.

"Good."

"I don't trust your friend." He raised an eyebrow, and I held up my hands. "Don't get me wrong, I'm going... I'm definitely... Going... Man that's a long way down. How good is your friend with this type of stuff-"

Aimi had been growing increasingly exasperated, rolling her eyes and shaking her head. At that last but, she cut across my sentance. "I'll help." She rammed me full force, pushing me over the side of the cliff.

"WHAT THE-" I yelled, the wind quickly ripping away my voice. I swallowed. 'Ok', I thought. 'Just relax, open your wings... I'M GONNA DIE!'

I had my wings open, but it wasn't doing much. I was in a steep incline, and I sized the rim of my songs, trying to lean back. Oh man, this was not so good! I opened my mouth, and a scream ripped its way out of my throat.

When it came out, it sounded like a building screech**[1]**. It was loud too, and intense enough to made a cone of air as it traveled. The cone was... Familliar. The force of the soundwaves pushed me upwards. I began to ascend at a low incline, the wind finally supporting my weight.

I ended the scream, my eyes wide with surprise. "Woah!" I yelped. Then threw my weight to the side to avoid a tall tree. I took another deep breath, and yelled as loud as I possibly could.

I got the same result, the soundwaves pushing me back up in the air. I smirked, and began skimming the tree tops. I finally began to relax. I felt more in my element than I ever had. I felt like I belonged in the air, the wind under my wings. It was amazing!

I continued having my fun, flying about. Well, actually, it was more like sustained gliding. Every time I got close to an obstacle or the ground, I did another screech like the one I had produced before. I eventually got tired and found a hole in the treetops, trying to come to a smooth, easy landing.

What actually happened: I tripped over my tail and landed on me face. I took a few tumbles, trying to stop myself. When I finally did, I groaned. "Ow..." I took my time getting up. The points where my wings connected to my back were aching, and so were my arms.

When I got to my feet I brushed the dirt off myself. "Well," I said to myself. "That was an experience." I swiped some grime off my pant leg, then gave the wings a shake-off.

I touched my throat. That was a vocal sonic ability. I had seen it before as a kid... On the night Mom died. But it wasn't from the Monster. It was from Dad. He was a superhuman, like me. He had supersonic vocal capabilities too. I didn't know powers could be passed down, but still; the reminder got me thinking about something.

* * *

><p>Beneath the school was a large track. It was about as long as two football fields, made especially for speedsters, as evidenced by the skid marks and and sneaker tracks on the floor. Right now it was filled with a blue and yellow light as Astrid ran around it as fast as she could. The kinetic energy of her movement generated a trail of electricity behind her, making her a bright trail of light behind her as she ran.<p>

She passed the starting line again, grunting in displeasure at her lap time. Ten point nine seconds. Barry Allen could complete this track in less than one second. She licked her lips and leaned forwards, running faster and faster. Her lightning trail getting brighter and brighter behind her as she ran. She began to go faster, and faster, and faster, until-

"ARG!" She yelped, halting suddenly, the lightning dispersing and smoke shooting past her as she came to a complete stop, falling to her knees. Her skin was torn in multiple places and looking on the breaking point in others. It's just as painful as it sounds. She gritted her teeth as her accelerated healing took effect, closing up her gashes and repairing her skin. She felt the internal damages healing too. "Ow... Ag," she winced in pain until the process was done.

She squirmed, feeling her insides repairing themselves. What the hell had she been thinking? She was fully aware of what pushing herself could do, and it only accelerated her 'issue'. She scolded herself under her breath ad she continued healing. "Ow... Stupid... Arg!" She crossed her arms over her stomach as her body finally finished repairing itself.

Suddenly her phone started ringing in her pocket, and she pulled it out. She pulled it out, and looked at the caller I.D. She brushed her hair out of the way, then answered. "Hey Hiccup," she smiled.

_"Hey," _he answered. He sounded a bit out of breath._ "Um, where are you?"_

"In the track under the school," she answered, getting up, stretching. "What's up?"

_"There's a track under the-never mind,"_ he said, and she grinned, imagining his exasperated expression at the revelation. He was probably wondering why he didn't see that coming. She sped into the side where she grabbed a jacket, and briefly paused to look at her arms. The shadows covered most of it, but could still see the part of her arm that no longer looked like skin... She shook her head, throwing her jacket over her shoulders as she listened to her friend.

_"Um, you can take passengers now, right?"_ He asked a bit nervously, and she nodded. "Yeah. Over a state or so. Why? Somewhere you need to be, girlfriend in another state, what?" The deadpan glare that probably resulted from that last comment practically made it across the phone line. Astrid grinned. She had missed pushing his buttons. She didn't push the ones that would genuinely hurt or aggravate him, though. She knew which ones were ok to play with.

_"Ast-arg, no. It's actually... Kinda serious. I, um, I wanna go see my Dad."_ Astrid froze. She had been halfway out the door to the track, towards the stairway that led back up to the main school, but as soon as the words reached her ear she halted.

"What?" She said dumbly. Hiccup hadn't gone to see his Dad since the night his mother had died. She had asked him about it, but had dodged around the question many times, either redirecting the topic of conversation back at her or suddenly gaining an 'interest in his powers' and transforming to wreak havoc.

_"I want to go see Dad,"_ he repeated_. "Please, just... Don't ask. Do you think you could help me... Please?" _She swallowed. She was hesitant to use her powers again so soon after she had hurt herself... But this sounded really important to him.

"Yeah. Of course." She said, but then something hit her like a cannonball. "Oh, um... Hiccup, you need to know something. It's kinda bad..."

* * *

><p>In Arkham Asylum, Norbert Vorpent and Sam Ancester were being led back to their cells by a guard. They were surrounded by the cells of both the criminally insane and the malevolent superhumans. The lighting was dim, the floor and walls were dirty, and it smelled exactly like you would expect an enclosed space stuffed with people to smell.<p>

The two of them were remarkably compliant, walking in front of the guards without complaint and not trying to get out of their entrapment. "Well..." The cephalopod-like superhuman said. "That was certainly interesting. Never met a guy like that before. How about you, Norb?"

The big guy shrugged. "Yeah. Seems like he he'd fit right in here though," he said as they passed a custom cell, a transparent airtight cell with filters in the top surrounded by greenery, containing a red headed woman with green skin and vine-like veins. Squidface stopped to look at her for a second before being smacked onwards by the guard with the butt if his gun.

"I don't know about that..."

Norbert rolled his eyes as they passed an open elevator shaft covered in claw marks and some suspicious red stains on the wall and ripped up doors. Some one had attached some signs to the side of the entrance. One said 'Beware of Croc', another read 'Toss Meat Here.' "Then again," Squidface conceded, grimacing. He jumped as sounds came from the square abyss. Water splashing, metal screeching as it was whipped through, and inhuman snarls and roars. Needless to say his stride became a bit more hasty after that.

"But what about that deal he offered?" He asked. "What do you think of that?" Norbert shrugged. "I dunno. Out of all the guys in here, why us? I mean, we're hardly the most powerful here, or the most accomplished... Or the creepiest,"** [2]** He edged away from the cells as they passed one occupied by a man wearing only prison pants, his feet, arms, hands, torso, even his forehead were covered in tally mark scars. He was walking around, hunched and muttering like Gollum. "The cut... I want the cut... I need the cut..."

"I dunno." Squidface said. "But what do you think about it? Personally, I think it sounds like a pretty good deal." They trudged along some more, passing various superhuman inmates. The guard behind them, said nothing, seemingly uncaring about his prisoners' conversation.

His eyes glowed bright blue and purple under his helmet for a second, before he shook his head. They passed another cell before Squidface arrived in his residence. It's occupant was large, over six foot five, and sported an enormous red beard and an impressive amount of visual muscle. Around his head was a high-tech looking muzzle, which he didn't seem too happy about. He was laying on the bed of his cell quietly, looking at the ceiling.

This was the cell of Stoick Haddock.

* * *

><p>Yeah. Apparently Dad was in Arkham Asylum.<p>

Well, apparently it had become less of an asylum and more of a superhuman prison recently. Any excuse to declare a superhuman 'criminally insane' was taken, and they were shipped off to Gotham's most concentrated source of nightmare fuel other than their vigilante.

When I got blown up, he had a slight mental freak out at the news, tried to break out to see me, assaulting multiple guards and... Well, the rest is history. This only reinforced my reason to want to see him.

Why that is, you may ask? Well, the sonic screech brought up the old memories of him using his power, though it also brought one question to mind: why didn't he use it. Why didn't he use it to defend Mom, save her life from the monster? He just... He didn't... What if everyone was right? What if he actually did kill my mother, and my subconscious just converted it into something I could understand?

I had to ask him. I had to meet him face to face and see what he had to say about the situation. But Arrow wouldn't approve, and all Zeta beams had to be pre-approved by the Emerald Archer, who, according to the computer voice, was a 'senior member, ' though of what I wasn't exactly sure.

So I asked Astrid for help. Though, when she arrived, she smelled kinda... Bloody. The metallic, nasty sent of blood was evident on her, though the only red she was wearing was her fur coat. She seemed to be all bundled up for Gotham City.

"So," she said, grinning. "Ready to go?" I nodded. "So, why do you want to go see him now," she asked, pulling her hood up and shuffling, preparing to run. "It's been eight years, Hiccup. And he's in Arkham. It's not exactly known for its hospitality."

I was silent for a moment, looking at the ground. "I think... I need to ask him something, but I need the answer before I can tell you without having a severe mental breakdown or something."

She nodded, and put on her goggles and earphones, giving me a set of my own. She stepped next to me, looping an arm around me and bracing my neck. "Ok," she said. "Hold on, this is gonna be a bit intense. Try not to move, and keep your eyes and mouth shut tight and keep holding this," she handed me a GPS,"In front of you so I can see it. Ok?"

"Ok," I nodded.

"I'll give you some time to get ready," she said, taking a deep breath. "Ok, aaaand," leaned forwards, preparing to run. "Now!"

_WHOUM!_ My senses we're obliterated as the world suddenly became a large rainbow blur. It was like being on a roller coaster, only completely leval, uncomfortably positioned and much, much faster. I had no idea how long it continued, but I saw black stars when it stopped.

She had halted in front of the coast of Gotham city. Rain poured on us from above like some god had gotten pissed and decided to vent by ruining everyone else's day with rain. In front of us, the sea swayed and waves lapped at the concrete wall.

Behind us was the city itself. Let me tell you, it is creepy. Tall, rising buildings made black by the shadowy sky, gargoyles and angel statues everywhere and window aglow with light. Rain stormed down over it, adding the thr creepy scene. It looked like a cross between a 1970's mobster movie and the setting of _Frankenstein_.

"Wow," I gasped, falling to my knees, dropping my walking stick. I'm surprised I even held onto it this long. I breathed heavily. "I think I left my stomach about a mile from the school... And my brain somewhere a few yards back."

I turned and saw Astrid with an uncomfortable look on her face. It quickly disappearedd, though, and she smiled slightly. "Too bad. We're already here. You'll just have to pick them up on the return trip." I rolled my eyes, internally wondering what had made her uncomfortable, before I grabbed my walking stick and pushed myself to my feet.

I looked around, before spotting the Asylum. It was about a mile away from the mainland, connected by an artificial bridge. The island had three buildings, all as creepy looking as the city it was connected to, and even more so, since they were all... Pointy. The tops stretched into tall, sharp-looking spires, the gargoyles looked fiercer and the angels looked like they were there to strike you down. At the end of the bridge was a large iron gate with the iron-wrought words 'Arkham Asylum' on top.

"Bet this place is fun on Halloween," I muttered.

Astrid shrugged, then began walking for the bridge. I hobbled after her, the rain pelting both of us as we moved. Large puddles were everywhere, and I was already soaked to the bone. Suddenly a titanic boom of thunder sounded, and I jumped. A brief image of fire raced behind my eyes, brought on by the sound.

I shook my head. I had been having nightmares and flashbacks ever since I had woken up from my coma. It was like my brain was trying to tell me I had forgotten something essential, but I always forgot most of the dreams, and the flashbacks were fragmented at best.

Before I knew it, we had arrived at the gate. Sitting in the guard tower next to it was a guard. He was fit-looking and dark skinned, with a hard, intimidating-looking face and small black beard. The fact that his left hand was a curved hook didn't make him any more cute and cuddly, nor did the large gun hefted in his right. He looked down at us suspiciously.

"Can I help you?" He asked. I wiped the rain out of my eyes and looked at Astrid, who pushed me forwards a little. Her face was screaming 'I don't even know why you wanted to be here. You talk to the guard with the big gun.'

I glared at her for a second, before turning to the guard. I peered a bit, making out the name on the chest of his uniform. Cad? Cath? No, wait, it said Cash. Ok then, Guard Cash. I rubbed the back of my sopping hair before saying "Um, we're here to visit an inmate. Stoick Haddock..."

He raised an eyebrow. "You think we allow visitors in this place at any damn time?" He asked incredulously, and I shrugged back, a bit sheepish. "You're just gonna have to go turn around, and go right back where you came." He scowled.

I glanced back at Astrid, who shrugged. I looked back at Guard Cash. "Seriously...? I mean, it probably doesn't take that long to just-"

"Kid, we're not letting you in unless you call a few days before. The guy you're asking for can take down a wall with a word. So we gotta have time to prepare. So go home, make an appointment, and stop wasting my time," he said heatedly.

I opened my mouth to protest, but no words came to mind. I sighed, looking down in defeat. I guess I would have to-

Before I could complete the thought, there was a sound on Guard Cash's radio.

* * *

><p>In the Asylum, the guard locked Norbert in his cell. As he did, he handed something to the inmate as he closed the door. "Use it later," the guard whispered, with a grin under his helmet. "We wouldn't want it to be over too soon, now would we?"<p>

He closed the door. "Hey, why do we allow him to keep those tubes in his skin," the guard on duty asked. "I mean, aren't they part of the reason he's so dangerous? He's not a superhuman, like the rest of the freaks in this nuthouse."

"No, he's not," the guard who had escorted Norbert and Sam said. "He's quite human. But none the less a threat for it. As for the tubes, they're surgically grafted into his skin and circulatory system. No removing them without killing him."

"Like that'd be much of a waste," the other guard laughed. Strangely the first guard was silent this time, and the second looked at him in a bit of confusion. "What? Don't tell me your one of those hippies who believe that all these freaks are actually people, are you?"

"Wrong. I'm not one of those hippies," he agreed, before dropping his gun. The first guard lifted his hand, pulling off the glove. The veins on his hands were pronounced, and glowing with blue and purple light. "I'm one of those freaks," he said.

He held out his hand, and the blue and purple light focused on the veins on his fingers. There was a whine of buildup, and multicolored electricity shot out of his fingertips. The guard was hit in the chest. He flew backwards a few feet, sprawling on the ground, and the superhuman giggled.

"So," he said. "We're not people, are we? Then I guess, by default, we're animals." He sniggered, pulling off the helmet and tossing it aside. He hit the guard with another shock as he tried in vain to get away. He screamed, but the superhuman planted his foot on the man's neck and pressed down. Hard.

"And what do animals do?" He asked, touching his chin and pretending to think, before his eyes lit back up with excitement. "Oh, that's right. We kill humans... Starting with you." He lifted his hand again. The guard pushed the superhuman's foot off of him and drew his handgun, firing it off.

The superhuman whipped his hand in front of him, and electricity shot out, wrapping around the bullet and stopping it midair. The guard tried to crawl away, and reached for his radio. He activated it, and desperately called. "All units," he gasped. "There's a-ARG!" He never finished his sentence as a stream of electricity went into his back and coursed over his body, this time unrelenting, killing him nearly instantly.

The superhuman looked at the corpse, then as the radio in his hand. "Well, crap," he said, then turned around, opening. Norbert's cell back up. "Well, Nutty. Go get Suckerface, and then get started raising hell. Remember what I said, save that," he pointed to the package in Norbert's hand, "For later. I need about two hours. Can you do that for me, compadre?"

He nodded, and grabbed the dead guard, slinging him over his shoulder. "Well, what are you taking that with you for?" The superhuman asked.

"I don't know the security system," Norbert answered. "But if it's retinal or fingerprint, I got a key."

"And if it's key code?" The superhuman asked. In response, Norbert smashed his fist into one of the metal walls, leaving a large dent in it and a few cracks. The superhuman shrugged, then grinned. "Works for me."

* * *

><p>A loud buzzing, followed by screams. "All units," a guard's voice said at the other end. "There's a-ARG!" Guard Cash's eyes widened, and he turned to make a beeline for the prison buildings. I looked at Astrid, who looked shocked as well.<p>

As soon as she saw my face, she looked even more worried. "No... NO, we are not going in," she said, holding her hands out in front of her as if to stop me from pulling her along... Pfft, like I could.

"Well, don't know what you're doing then, but I'm gonna make sure that Dad's ok." I gritted my teeth and took a deep breath, shifting on my feet. She raised an eyebrow, looking at me curiously. "What are you doing?" She asked.

"Well, to answer your question of 'why now', is because I discovered something that Dad and I have in common." I said, then opened my mouth, releasing the sonic screech. The near-solid sound waves ripped at the gate, eventually tearing it down.

I breathed heavily, leaning on my walking stick. "We're probably going to get sued for that," she commented, but I could see her struggling not to smile. "By the way, have I told you how cool you are lately?" She asked.

"No."

"Good. 'Cause your not," she teased without any real malice. "But your powers are pretty awesome." She smiled. "I guess I can't stop you from going in, huh?" She asked, and I shook my head. "Well, I better go with you then," she said, then tilted her head. "Aren't you going to transform?" She asked.

I blinked dumbly. "What now?" I asked, and she smacked her forehead in frustration, grumbling. "For the love of-you do remember you have other powers besides screaming like a girl, right? You know, big black scary lizard with big wings, lots of teeth and bulk, I like to call it a Night Fury, remember?"

Oh. "Oh," I said. "About that..." About that, since Smokejumper's attack on Lian Yu, I discovered my dragon form was hiding in the memory of the explosion. It was impossible to go there in my head without triggering the whatever-it-was that took control of me and mercilessly beat down the teleporter. And hybrid form... Arrow didn't want me using it outside of Lian Yu until I had mastered it. "I kinda... Lost it."

"Lost it," she said, raising a sarcastic eyebrow. "Lost it? Hiccup, how do you lose a form?" I shrugged sheepishly, my expression a picture of the 'what can you do' face. She sighed, shaking her head. "Fine, the sonic thing will do. Just stay behind me."

* * *

><p>All was hell inside the Asylum. Squidface had also been released and the two had set about releasing minor prisoners. Major superhumans, or people like the Joker, they wisely left in their cells. Squidface ripped the doors off of another cell. His legs had become long tentacles too, and so had his arms.<p>

As the prisoners fled their confinement, the guards tried to stop them, but they only had partial success against Norbert's strength, Squidface's powers and the superhuman who had released them.

Stoick looked from the transparent window of his cell, his eyes widening in horror as he saw Squidface crush a guard to death, then chuck the poor soul aside like a sack of trash. He clawed at the muzzle, trying to get it off. If he could use his power, he could help stop the breakout, or at the very least defend himself.

The superhuman that had started it all walked by his window, wearing his skull mask again and whistling merrily. "Stoick Haddock," he said, stopping. "Uxoricide, right?" Stoick glared. "And a superhuman. Let me guess, sonic bellow?" More glaring. "Well, if your going to be like that, then you can just stew in your penalty box," he moved on, heading for the door labled 'intensive care'.

* * *

><p>As soon as we got inside, we were thrown into chaos. Astrid opened the door to Arkham East, looking in trepidatiously. "Be careful," she said. "We don't know what got out here." I nodded. A loud screaming met my ears, and a crazy inmate leapt from one of the platforms above, straight at Astrid.<p>

She screamed in shock and surprise, and so did I. Instinctually, she smashed her fist into the inmate's face and he fell backwards, unconcious. I stumbled backwards against the wall, clutching at my heart. "What the..." I breathed, trying to calm myself.

She was gasping in shock as well, looking at the unconscious man. "Ok-" she gasped. "I know there are a lot of people who don't belong here... But this guy definitely belongs here." I nodded in agreement, chewing my lip. Behind my back, my right arm had transformed into what it looked like as a hybrid. And my wings and tail had nearly emerged from that ultimate jump scare. I nudged him with my walking stick, poking him a few times. "Well, you certainly took care of him... And may have also cracked his skull."

Suddenly I heard a roaring from the hallway. I whirrled around. A big guy with close-shaved orange hair and arms the size of tree trunks was charging at us, one arm in front of him as if he was holding a sheild. "Outta my way!" He bellowed, and I jumped out of the way.

Astrid, on the other hand, had a different mentality. She became a blur zipping across the room to meet his charge. It was no contest. She smacked into his arm with a grunt, getting carried along with him. She started hitting him in the face, making him veer off course, slamming through the wall back outside into the Arkham grounds.

"Astrid!" I yelled, before shifting into hybrid form and casting the walking stick aside, thankful that the hybrid form did not have the same bone damage as my human one.

I raced forwards, intending to help her, only for something long and wet and utterly _disgusting_ to wrap around my ankle and drag me backwards into the darkness. I rolled onto my back, and tried to fire another Plasma Blast, but again my arms only flowed weakly, before fizzling back out. . A fist slammed onto the back of my head, and all was dark.

**AAAAAAND that's the end for now. **

**[1] Ok, the sound is like Toothless's attack screech in the movie. The visual of the scream is like Banshee in X-Men first class, but the shape of Hiccup's hybrid wings is like Arkham Origins Batman's glider. **

**[2] Despite his name, Norbert is not an insane wacko. At least, not all the time. It'll make more sense next time. **

**Anyway guys, this was part one of the Arkham chapter. It's modeled after the Batman video game series, Arkham Asylum, City, Origins and Knight. Arkham looks like it does in the game, as do Croc, Ivy and Zsasz. The rouge superhuman's mask looks like Black Mask's, but it's not Sonis or Joker under there. **

**Next time:**

**_"What is this place?" Hiccup asked from a balcony asked as he looked out at the rows of cages. _**

**_Astrid backed into a corner as a multitude do inmates surrounded her with sick grins. She cracked her knuckles. "Today is not a good day to mess with me," she growled under her breath. _**

**_"I, um, might need some, help," he said into the phone. There was a sigh on the other end. "Were are you?" Hiccup laughed nervously, looking around. "Um... Hanging out... At Arkham Asylum."_**

**_The rouge superhuman looked down at Hiccup with a smirk in his eyes. "Ah, you again!" He said almost happily, reaching up to pull up his mask..._**

**Have an marvelous whatever-point-in-time-you-read-this. **

**-RNC**


	6. Arkham PT 2

_Family reunions are hard. There's Thanksgiving, where your just expected to sit around like a big ol' happy family. Which some people are... But it's kinda awkward for me, since I am in no way related to the Hoffersons or their extended family. Then there's the actual family reunions. But some are pretty dang hard to face._

"Urrgggg," I moaned. I was being dragged along somewhere, the tugger obviously having difficulty pulling me. I took a minuet for my brain to reboot, and for my senses to come back. There was a throbbing in the back of my head, and my wings felt a bit stiff.

I opened one eye and looked at the person who was dragging me. He was a short, lanky young man with a mop of dirty brown hair. His skin looked sickly, with a slight greenish tinge to it, and he had really big hands for his body size. And his smell, oh God his smell... I really wished I didn't have an enhanced sense of smell at that moment.

He noticed I was awake and dropped my leg. He turned with a smirk and I saw that his eyes were red with white pupils, and his teeth were in a state that would put a dentist in cardiac arrest.

"So," he said in a squeaky voice heavily burdened by a New York accent. "Freakboy's finally awake, huh?" He leaped into the air, doing a full summersault and landing in a frog-like pose. "Well, yo ain't sailing that way long, fool." He chuckled, before saying. "Squidface wants me to keep all us freaks in this nuthouse until he gives me the ok, so that means yo better get ready for an asskickin." He opened his mouth, and a long, slimy green tongue shout out and slammed me in the face. Yes, it is just as revolting as it sounds. I reeled backwards and he stood, walking forwards confidently. "Had enou-"

Before he could finish, I opened my mouth and took a deep breath. There was a tingle in my throat, and I released a sonic screech that sent the disgusting superhuman flying backwards. He screamed rather shrilly and femininely, before his head slammed straight into door of a cell. He dented it and slumped, out cold, gangly limbs tangling.

I stood there for a moment, before wiping the slime his tongue left being off my face with a disgusted noise and a grimace. "Well-Aw, ewww- that's something you don't see everyday," I said, completely deadpan. "And something I would rather _un_-see."

* * *

><p><strong><span><em>How To Be A Hero<em>**

**_Chapter 5:_**

**_Arkham PT. 2_**

* * *

><p>Astrid leaned against a tree, breathing heavily. She was covered in cuts and bruises that slowly healed over, leaving her skin unmarked once again. The man who had attacked her and separated her from Hiccup was on the ground next to her his face purple and black. His patient uniform had been ripped up, and he was breathing heavily.<p>

"Urgg," he moaned. "You think... This is over...?" He growled, trying to get up. "I'm-" Before he could say another word, Astrid stomped on his face, using her speed to enhance the power of the blow. He was instantly out cold. "I really don't... Care..." She said, swallowing air. "Man, your a... Tough one, huh?" She said, taking the time to get her second wind.

She he managed to regain her breath after a bit, scowling at her sleeve, which had been ripped. The skin underneath was exposed, revealing an odd texture to her skin. The shadows hid most of it, though, and she sighed, and took a piece of the patience uniform and wrapping it around the torn garment. Hopefully Hiccup wouldn't ask about it.

Then she noticed something. Smoke coming out of one of the buildings. It was Arkham East, and she could see guards lying dead around the building. She sped to the entrance and skidded to a halt out the door, cautiously, not wanting a repeat of what happened last time. She was just glad she hadn't had to use the bathroom when that happened, or she would have died from embarrassment after that jump-scare.

Suddenly she heard a loud noise from one of the Arkham buildings. The foundation was rumbling loudly and and a shrill noise filled her ears."Woa..." She said as the ground shook. "That's not right..."

She sped over to Arkham East, and halted in front of the door, the ground still shaking. What kind of superhuman possessed this kind of power to make the ground shake? She hesitantly opened the door.

What she found on the other side made her jump back in shock.

* * *

><p>I walked along a path suspended over a tall room containing dozens of cells. It stretched on for a long way downwards. Most of the cells were empty, the bars bent or broken. It was a little creepy, how quiet it was. It was like something out of a horror film. The chill didn't help either. my boots clacked against the floor with every step, and each one echoed through the room loudly.<p>

I shivered. I had discarded the remains of my shirt after my emerging wings had utterly destroyed it. It perplexed me how I could go into Monster form without leaving myself naked when I turned back, yet they hybrid form destroyed my clothes. Just another example of the universe using me as a chew toy, I guess.

I ran my claws along the railing, listening to the scrape, the sighed, turning on my heel and leaning against it with both hands. I had no idea where I was in the asylum, or how to get out. This was juuuuussst great.

I closed my eyes, taking a deep breath and letting it out in a massive huff. That Toad had really screwed me over, huh? I looked around, surveying the empty cells. Their former occupants were probably still around, raising hell.

My eyes trialled over the scenery, till I saw something. A few floors down, watching me with purple eyes, was a man in a black and purple suit wearing a black ski mask. An image flashed in my mind of the same man, damaged machinery behind him. "You got power, but not a clue in the world how to use it." The voice echoed in my head.

Shock coursed through me, and pain ripped through my head. That was... That was the Monster! The one that killed mom and framed Dad! Somehow, I just knew. The way his eyes studied me, it looked exactly like what I had seen when I was seven. The beast had turned to me for a moment.

I had never forgotten that moment. It was like a photograph in my head. The eyes hadn't been soulless or feral, in fact they had been full of life, and somehow the Monster's face had seemed to resemble a man exasperated at a complication while he's doing his day job. He had seemed so... Human.

I growled, and did not thing about what I did next. I climbed over the railing, perching on it for a moment like a cat, before leaping off and gliding down as fast as I could, aiming to hit him. Just as I did, though, he vanished, and I hit the bars of a cell with a loud clang. I groaned as I pushed myself, rubbing my head. "Another hallucination?" I wondered aloud, and shook my head.

I sighed and looked down at the room of cells. "What the heck is up with my head," I muttered under my breath, grasping the rails. My tail lashed out behind me and my wings fluttered. I couldn't quite remember...

"Arg, come on head," I muttered. "What are you trying to tell me here?" Suddenly there was a sound behind me. I whirled around and backed up, tripping over my own feet. I landed on my tail, and looked up.

A man with a very long beard was standing above me. His skin was wrinkled than anyone I'd ever seen, and his ice blue eyes were sunk deep into his sockets. I swallowed. I had seen him somewhere before. I looked him up and down. His hands were coated in blood. I shivered, swallowing.

"Me thinks it is lost," he muttered. "Me thinks it trying to steal me things. Well me won't let it. No, no me won't." He said, and he advanced, his shadow looming over me like a bird of prey. And then-

BONK! The sound was almost cartoonish as he slumped, a large welt on his head. I looked from his unconscious form to the person responsible. It was a person in large blue armor. The shape of the clothing made it hard to tell if it was a guy or a girl. The figure had a helmet adorned with horns and tusks, and a long, hooked staff.

He (I just decided to call it a 'he') gave off an ominous air. I shivered a bit. This person, whoever they were, they gave off a sense of poet, of lethality.

He looked at me thought his mask, then gestured for me to get up. "Um... Thanks?" I asked, pushing myself to my feet. Then I spotted something on his chest plate. A white insignia, depicting a rolling cloud.

"Who are you?" He said nothing, then turned to the stairs, gesturing for me to follow. I shrugged. I know, it's probably a bad idea to follow the mime in a barbarian suit inside a super-asylum, but it's not like I had a lot of alternatives, did I? And he did just knock out the scary guy for me. I mean, I could have done it... But still.

I followed, looking around. This place was giving me the creeps, and so was the new guy. I swallowed, preparing to release a sonic screech if needed. The person walked forwards without saying anything.

We continued for a bit in silence. I kept a few steps behind, not wanting to be too close if the person decided to attack me. The silence was penetrating, and the creepy setting was not helping. "So... Who are you," I asked.

* * *

><p>Astrid was not expecting this. Right in front of her stood Stoick Haddock. He was as tall and buff as she remembered him from when she was seven, though his beard was longer and streaked with grey.<p>

He was wearing a muzzle... Thingy that wrapped around his head, covering his moth him right, he had a strong sonic roar. Astrid had forgotten about that. That muzzle was probably the only thing that made him unable to bring the place down.

He was holding a feral prisoner by the head, lifting him in the air with a determined look in his eyes, before using him to swat away another inmate. Astrid caught sight of the stairwell he was in front of. A multitude of patients were laying unconscious on the ground. He slammed the patient he was holding headfirst into the wall, then let him drop. The insane man slumped against the cold ground, groaning.

A younger man man in a patient uniform was holding his own against three superhuman inmates. They were all minor energy projectors, shooting bolts with the same potency of a cop's tazer. The young man's skin became coated in thick, begged, brown-purple rock. The bolts bounded off of him, and he slammed a club-like arm into the chest of one, then body-slammed the the second. A third blow landed on the last inmate's head, sounding like a stone hitting the ground hard.

The shaking started again in the ground, and Astrid gripped the doorway. "Woa," she muttered.

Stoick straightened and rolled his shoulders, not looking the least bit work out. By contrast,his young friend seemed worn out. When he rock-like substance evaporated, his forehead was gleaming with sweat and, and he leaned against a wall.

Stoick turned, but stopped when he saw Astrid. His green eyes widened, and he stumbled in shock. "Astrid?" He asked, his voice muffled inside the muzzle. He looked her once up and down, and she could almost see the grin beneath the device restraining his power.

"Yeah. Um, Stoick-" she was cut off as the big man approached her and lifted her, pinning her arms to her sides as she was given a great big bear hug from the superhuman. "Oh, yer a sight for very, very sore eyes, ye are." He said, his thick scottish accent showing. She smirked, remembering how many times she's asked as a little kid why Hiccup didn't have an accent too._ Ha, Scottish Hiccup. That's something I'd like to see... _A part of her brain thought before she was set back on the ground.

He knelt in front of her. It was amusing that there was eight years and at least three feet difference since the last time she and Stoick were face to face, and yet he still had to be on his knees to look her in the eye. "Now, what are you doing here?" He asked in a serious tone.

She blanched. From what she could salvage of her memories of play dates at the Haddocks', Stoick was an immensely overprotective father. If he hadn't approved of the two kids climbing a tree, then he wouldn't talks kindly to them going to one of the worst places on Earth just to visit.

"Um..." she said, trying to think of something.

She swallowed, grinning sheepishly as the serious, no-nonsense dad look increased in his eyes. "We... Missed you..." She tried feebly, really wishing it had been Hiccup who had found him instead of her.

* * *

><p>"You come here often?" I asked as I followed the newcomer. He was so silent, it was like trying to interrogate a mime. We had been walking for a while, and quite frankly. He was getting a bit sick of the silent treatment. And all the closed spaces, echoing and general creepy setting were beginning to make him go a wee bit insane.<p>

"I mean, you don't seem crazy. Then again, you are dressed like that. You could be completely wacko. Or you could work with my teacher. He carries a bow and arrows and makes white-collar criminals wet themselves. But you probably know something like that, don't you?"

"..."

"You did take down the Liberian, didn't you? That was the Librarian, right? The guy who holed up in an old library and slaughtered anyone who came in. He has super hearing, right? Pretty lame power, but he's a serial killer."

"..."

"You seem a bit familiar. Have we met? Though, no offense, you seem like the kind to snatch people up and take them against their will when they're out on their own to clear their heads. But still, I can't shake the feeling we've met."

"..."

"... You talk too much, you know that?" I remarked sarcastically. At that, the stranger finally stopped. I was afraid for a second that I had said something wrong. Then his shoulders started shaking, and I realized that he was laughing softly, shaking his head.

He continued, and I smiled. At least I knew I wasn't following a robot or something. Doesn't make much of a difference, I know. But it was something, at least. But it wasn't enough. "Can you please, at least tell me your name?"

There was a moment before the person responded: "Cloudjumper." His voice was heavily disguised, sounding a bit like Microsoft Sam, but with more of a gender-neutral voice. Ok, now I didn't even know if this was a guy or a girl. But it didn't matter, as I completely forgot about the issue when he opened the next door.

In the room we entered were dozens of cages. All of them were filthy, and smelled worse than the toad that had dragged me inside the prison. Inside were inmates who looked to be in poor condition, and some were chained. Superhumans with physical deviations from humanity were wearing collars and tied to the cages on very short leashes.

Horror, pure, unadulterated horror, filled me. It was like seeing a picture of holocaust victims. It was such an inhumane treatment of these people. I had been in here a few moments, and I was already sick to my stomach. "Dear god," I muttered, looking around. "What is this place..."

"This is where they take Superhumans at first," Cloudjumper said. "They take them here to break them. The cages are made of some of the toughest materials in the world, and the ones that can break out are sedated. By the time they are moved to regular cells, they are usually very compliant."

"What kind of an asylum is this," I wondered aloud. I would have put money on the bet that Cloudjumper was grimacing at the moment. He gripped his staff tightly and took a deep, angry breath.

"That's just a name, and a weak front. This is where they send the superhuman 'threats'," he hissed. I gritted my teeth and looked around. I was about to suggest something when Cloudjumper put his hand on my shoulder. "There's nothing you can do for them. We need to keep moving."

I wrenched away from him. "What are you doing here anyway?"

I don't know why, but I sounded a bit panicked. My hear was racing a bit, and I could barely breath. My eyes scanned over the imprisoned superhumans. So many of my kind in cages, tortured. So many... Why?

"I am here to protect you," Cloudjumper said, trying to sound calming. Gender-neutral Microsoft Sam is not a very soothing sound, let me tell you. I backed up when he approached, my wings fluttering nervously.

Something about this was bringing out the worst in me. I could see myself ending up in here. One freak-out, turning into my monster form with the glowy-blue freakout bit? That could easily land me one smelly, traumatizing cage in this place. Treated like an animal too.

"Why," I asked. "What's the point? We've never met, we've never seen each other before in our lives. I'm pretty sure I'd remember meeting Microsoft Sam in the neutered caveman incarnation." His body posture was just full of dry indignation after that.

"Good question, kid," a voice said. I turned, but all I got to see was a face-full of tentacle before I was sent flying backwards. I banged into one of the cages, and landed on the filthy floor with a thud.

My vision was a bit hazy, but I saw Cloudjumper get smacked away too. I looked at the culprit of who had don't it, and nearly stopped to just stare.

The attacker looked like something out of Pirates of the Caribbean, with a beard of tentacles and and arms of tentacles and all that stuff, with yellow green skin... Or scales, or something. Sam Ansester, a criminal superhuman with the abilities of a squid and a man. Yeah, just as lame as it sounds... Except he's actually pretty competent with his powers.

I scrabbled forwards as another tentacle started to come down, and brought up by fists. "Come on, plasma blasts..." I muttered, and concentrated. My fists began to glow again, and I bit my lip.

BOOM! Blue light lit up the room, startling the prisoners. Squidface roared in pain, retracting one badly burned tentacle from the smoke. I blinked in astonishment, looking at my hands.

"I-I did it! Oh! I did it! Did anybody see that!" I yelled in joy, then heard the heavy thud of Squidface's tentacles behind me. My excitement vanished and I turned to look at the royally pissed cephalopod-like superhuman, who was glaring at me. "Except for you, obviously," I deadpanned.

* * *

><p>Stoick had a few prisoners on his side: Thuggory Blonsky, the young man with the rock powers who had helped him in the escape, and Daisy Johnson, a superhuman with vibration abilities. She was the one making the ground shake earlier. There was a guy called Hotshot, and a big brut called Ug the Uglithug, and a few others. They were one of the sane inmates incarcerated just for being inhumans with a criminal record. Most were good people, others just owed the big guy with the red beard favors. But they all knew it wasn't gonna be good for anyone if a large mass of criminally insane superhumans was let loose on the outside world. So, they had made it a point to stop the other inmates from escaping.<p>

Stoick hadn't been too pleased to find out about what Hiccup had done. "Putting himself and you at Helheim's gate on a few funny feelings,' as he said, was completely asinine. Astrid had to agree, but it was Hiccup. He had never made much sense to her. Didn't stop her from being by his side, but she had never really understood the way his head worked. He was always referring to his other form as a part of his mind.

But that wasn't what mattered right now. What did was that she had speeded him into one of the top five worst places on earth, then left him on his own. She, Stoick and the two inmates that followed him were currently making their way to Arkham North.

Stoick's heavy tread was in stark contrast to Astrid's as she walked behind him awkwardly. She really didn't know what to say. This wasn't exactly a good situation to make small talk. _Um, hi. Did you see that new episode of Doctor Who? Oh, yeah, sorry. You were locked inside Arkham..._ Yeah, not a good small talk situation.

She wrung her hands in front of her, biting her lip.

"So, whose the kid?" Thuggory asked, striding just being her. Astrid shot a glare at him, the kind that would make Hiccup wither and squirm.

"Her names Astrid, she's fast, and I'll tell you the rest when there isn't a mass breakout," Stoick said curtly. After about another minuet of absolute silence, they arrived at Arkham North.

"This is the last place I saw him," she nodded at the hole in the wall. "We were gonna go inside, but some nutjob rammed me. Plowed us both through the wall... Ow." She rubbed her back where said wall had made contact with the bricks. Thank God for her healing factor, or she would have been in serious pain and trouble.

"Was he in any danger?" Stoick asked.

Astrid shrugged. "Couldn't stop to check. To busy trying to get him to stop... Ow..." She rubbed her hands. "This really isn't my day at all." Most of the others smirked, and Stoick looked at the hole the inmate had made.

Suddenly a bang rolled out of the Arkham North building. Inmates began flooding out like water. This was a bit different, though. In addition to their patient uniforms, the wore black skull-like masks. Cheesy? Yeah. Terrifying? Oh, yeah that too. Absolutely, especially when some displayed powers.

Astrid tensed, preparing to speed out of danger. Stoick, still unable to use his power because of the muzzle, scowled, his green eyes narrowing. The other inmates on his side seemed to be preparing to fight too.

A second later, Astrid spotted one inmate that towered over the rest. She recognized him instantly from a news report she'd seen a few months ago. Norbert Vorpent, aka Norbert the Nutjob. A human terrorist leader imprisoned at Arkham Asylum after he and his men attacked the west coast a few months earlier, six months after Hiccup went into his coma. But skull masks weren't his group's thing. Frozen potatoes were, for whatever reason...

But he stomped through the crowed of inmate, Astrid steeled herself. The other superhumans were already fighting the rest. She steeled herself, willing herself not to feel the skin underneath her sleeves, braced her feet against the dirt, and shot off like a bullet. She slammed into an inmate, sending him flying.

Astrid smirked. This was kind of fun. She began racing and knocking out feral inmate after feral inmate, stopping only long enough to bop them in the face. Meanwhile, Norbert watched the inmates fight with a condescending glance. He looked at the canister in his hand, then grunted. "I guess, now I can use it." He said, and reached behind him to place the canister in a slot on his back. It was connected to a machine wither the tubes converged. The tuned began to fill with red-orange liquid...

Astrid hit another feral inmate in the face, and a sudden thought came to her. There really shouldn't be this many inmates this far gone. A large number of the inmates appeared to have devolved into rabid beasts. Something was wrong here...

The thought dissipated when she used her speed to hit another feral one in the throat with her elbow, then charged the next thing she saw-

And bounced right off it. Her head spun as she landed in the dirt, groaning. It felt like she had tried to play chicken with a brick wall. She looked up and dread pooled inside her. Norbert the Nutjob had grown in size, nearly doubling his muscle mass. His face was gruesome, wild stringy black hair all matted and out of control with stretched skin and one eye blatantly bigger than the other. The larger eye had turned an orange-red, and started about completely separate from the other**[1]**.

She gulped. Norbert was such a great threat alone because of a drug he took, a mutagenic serum called Vorpent Venom he made himself. If made him the hulking, unstable monster she saw now.

Thuggory tried to attack him, but to both their shocks his rocky club-covered fist shattered against the mutated man's skin, leaving only extremely less powerful hand in its place. "Oh, shi-" he was cut off as Norbert grabbed him, and threw him. The young superhuman inmate flew through the air, slamming into Daisy and a row of inmates.

Astrid got up at superspeed, looking up at the giggling, utterly batshit insane, mutated and gruesome Norbert the Nutjob.

* * *

><p>Inside the Asylum's solitary confinement, the rouge superhuman strolled through the dark corridors. He hummed a small tune under his breath. The sound echoed thought the room in a way that could send chills up a person's spine. Little bits of electricity sparked from his hand.<p>

"Dee, da dee dee dum, da dee," he hummed, then finally arrived where he wanted. A thick cell door with a round lock handle. On the door was a name, but it was covered in so many scratches and damage it had become illegible. "Ohhhhh, ohohohoho!" He laughed like a child on his birthday. "Oh, this is Christmas."

He ran his hand along the door. "All your power, all your intelligence... They begged for death when they imprisoned you..." He smiled. "Finally, I can let you out..." He plunged his hand into his coat pocket and drew out the key's of a fallen guard.

He opened the feel door slowly. The thing was heavy, and the rouge superhuman was not a bulky individual. The heavy door scrapped against the ground. Inside was a man that dwarfed Stoick Haddock. He was in the shadows, but the girth if his outline was easily visible, as well as a pair of glowing yellow eyes.

"... Bewilderbeast**[2]**."

* * *

><p>I really hate my life sometimes. I was dodging tentacles alongside a complete stranger in a vigilante suit inside a wacko prison against a guy called Squidface. The universe must really just get a kick out of making my life as bizarre and dangerous as possible, doesn't it.<p>

On the bright side, my plasma blasts seemed to finally be working. On the downside, while they were hurting him, they only seemed to make him more and more infuriated.

"I'll crush the life out of you, ya little salamander," he screamed, trying to crush me. I scrambled out of the ways barely getting my tail clear. I rolled across the ground, thanking Quentin for that self defense stuff he taught me as a kid.

"I'm really more of a newt than a salamander,-" I didn't get the chance to say anymore as I had to dodge yet another tentacle strike. The power might sound ridiculous, but I really couldn't laugh when the strike left behind a line of utterly shattered concrete.

I raised my hand to let off another plasma blast, but Squidface's tentacle finally caught me from the side. I had no idea what Cloudjumper was doing,and I didn't really care as I began to get thrown around.

"Gah, dude, you-OW! You actually have suckers on these-YOW!-on these things! Didn't that is disgusting-OWWW! He brought me up to his face with the tentacle. I was still stuck to the suckers, and let me tell you, it's not something I want to relive.

"Your annoying, ya know that," he spat, and I rolled my eyes.

"I've been informed." He snarled, then revised the tentacle I was attached to, before beginning to slam me on the ground repeatedly. I yelled, trying to get loose. "Don't-OW-make me-OW-have to-YOW-HURT YOUUUUUUU-"

That last part was because I finally came loose, and began sailing through the air when I became detached mid swing. I quickly opened my winds and glided down to perch on a cage. I groaned in pain, then looked at myself.

"Oh, eww. Come on, you covered me in slime! I. Pretty sure this won't wash out!" I complained, before my eyes widened. Another tentacle was coming down on me, and fast. I yelped, and jumped to another cage as the one I left behind was dented severely.

"That's a... That's a mean swing ya got there, Davy Jones..." I chuckled nervously. I swear his eyes went red at that. I must have struck a raw nerve there. He cleaned his nearly human fists together. "I... Hate... Those movies..." He growled.

I swallowed nervously. That was not good, I made him even madder. Suddenly a large gust of wind came from the side, knocking Squidface aside. I looked at its origin to see Cloudjumper with his hand raised.

"Air control, huh?" I asked curiously, and the armored individual nodded. I shrugged. With all the other crazy stuff, and technically the world in general, why not? "Awesome," I nodded, but my gaze shifted back to the Creature From the Insane Lagoon as he got back up. "But I didn't think it worked!" I raised my hand for another plasma blast, bit when the light started up, it fizzled out again like a dead lightbulb.

"Aw come on!" I yelled as Squidface looked at me, a death glare in his black eyes. _Why, why do you hate me universe?_ I whimpered in my head.

Squdface slammed a tentacle down on Cloudjumper, and then sent one at me. I panicked, trying to do anything I could- and that anything came out in the form of a sonic screech. The imprisoned superhumans, Cloudjumper, Squidface, everyone covered their ears as the screech ripped out of my throat.

Eventually Squdface's eyes rolled into the back of his head, and he fainted from the loud noise. Most of the prisoners were knocked out too. Cloudjumper seemed disorientated, but otherwise ok. He shook his head, rubbing the sides of his helmet.

"Didn't know you could do that," he said, a bit of exhaustion bleeding through his voice disguiser. I took a moment to answer. The force of the sonic screech had made my throat a bit sore. I swallowed, trying to get the pain to go away.

"Why would you," he croaked. "Like I said, we only met today." Cloudjumper was silent for a bit after that, probably trying to think of an answer. A part of my brain was screaming to ditch him. He was an unknown element with unknown motives… And I really need some time away from the Arrow.

I looked around at the imprisoned superhumans. I almost couldn't bear to leave them like this… But what could I do? There was no way to discern who was wrongfully imprisoned, and who was a genuine threat to the public. And if I did free them, what then? They would be wanted fugitives.

"People did this out of fear," Cloudjumper said, seemingly reading my mind. Maybe that was one of his abilities. If so, go ahead. There's not much in here worth guarding. "Many of them belong in prisons and insane wards, yes. But a portion of them are just superhuman's made mistakes. It doesn't take much to get in serious trouble for people like us." He was silent again, then:

"I have a… Personal interest in you. I want to keep you… Safe-" she was cut off as the sound of the door opening on the far end of the chamber echoed around the walls. A person wearing a guard uniform and a black skull mask was in the doorway. Behind him was an extremely large man with a scarred face and an unruly mane of hair.

"Well," he said, spotting Squidface, them Cloudjuper, then me. "That's disappointing."

* * *

><p>Astrid sped out of the way as Norbert's deformed fist smashed into the ground where she had been standing. The result was an enormous crater in the ground, dirt flying everywhere. Astrud sped in an arc and halted beside Stoick.<p>

"Ok, he's big!" She said, sounding a little rattled.

Stoick nodded, watching as Ug charged the deformed human… Only to get backhanded straight into the wall of Arkham North for his troubles.

Astrid shook her head, gathering herself. Ok, she thought. He's big, he's strong, he's incredibly ugly, but he must be slow! She narrowed her eyes and took off at lightning speed, arriving at the human in less than a second. She began to dart around hm, delivering a blitz of punches at blurs.

Sadly, this was to no effect. Her speed blitz didn't leave a mark on him, and he just seemed to be getting mildly annoyed. "Bug," he grunted, making a grab at her. She zoomed out of the way, going in a complete circle around him.

The other superhumans that followed Stoick were still occupied by the feral inmates, so she was alone in the fight. Stoick himself rammed Norbert with all he had, but it barely budged the mutated human.

Norbert growled, grabbing Stoick by the arm and slamming him down. The large superhuman flew a few feet, nearly tripping Astrid up. She had to dart around him to avoid falling on her face, then skidded to a halt on the asphalt of the street. She was breathing heavily. Most of the feral superhumans had been dealt with, and Stoick's people were either unconscious or exausted.

Stoick himself was trying to out-brawn Norbert, but the Vorpent Venom in the human's veins made that a futile attempt, and the muzzle prevented him from using his powers. He had Norbert in a wrestler's lock, but was soon overpowered and thrown to the side.

He landed against the wall, wincing as he cracked it. Astrid sped in front of him and began trying to phase him again, and Stoick blinked. This was not good. He had heard that the Vorpent Venom made him nearly unstoppable but he still had ears. He began tugging at the muzzle harder than ever. He watched as Norbert futilely grabbed at Astrid, who had become a small blue-yellow blur, lightning trailing in her wake.

Astrid's mind was working overtime. She was searching every possibility, trying to thing of something. She may have been perceiving things faster than others, but extra thought time didn't help her a lot.

She slid under one of his fists, then leaped over one of his kicks. He couldn't catch her now, and she couldn't keep this up forever, so she had to think of something, and be very quick about it, or else this would end badly. One of the strands from her lightning trail zapped against the ground, and a sudden thought came across her.

He might be practically immune to blunt-force trauma, but was he lighting proof? She thought not. All she'd need to do was intersect her lit ing trail with him.

She grinned, then made a wide arc around where Norbert had planted himself, then made a sharp turn to the side, heading straight for him. It looked like her plan would go off perfectly, until she winced as she felt something. It was like something crawling across her arm. She knew what it was, and it was nothing to worry about but it had caught her attention for a second to long.

When she looked back at her target, she found a large, grotesque fist near her face, and spun to avoid it. But the limb clipped her, and he grabbed her arm. The kinetic energy that generated her lightning trail dissipated, she he lifted the female speedster into the air.

"Uh oh," she swallowed. He grinned madly. "Looks like the little bug got caught by her wings." His voice had lost all the serious tone from earlier. Now his speech was filled with cracks and giggles, and the bigger eye trailed away from her as if it was searching off for something completely different from what the rest of him was focused on.

In response, she kicked him in the big, freaky eye. He howled in pain and dropped her, clutching his face. Astrid clutched her foot in pain, though. "Jeeze, is all of you made out of steel or something? Even your eye hurts to hit!"

He merely grunted an unintelligible, enraged response, barreling at Astrid like a bull. Her eyes widened in panic, before she zipped out of the way, slamming against a tree because of her disorientation.

Stoick was not faring any better in the way of getting his handicap off. It just would not budge. But he had to hand it t whomever made it; they certainly did it well. He began or worry as Astrid couldn't seem to get her bearings right as. Norbert chased her around.

Thuggory moaned near him and rolled over onto his back, rubbing his head. The rock-like substance rippled over his skin a couple times, before he just settled on his normal appearance. "That… Hurt," he groaned.

Then he caught sight of Astrid outmaneuvering Norbert, and blinked. "Woa," he muttered as she zipped around him to avoid a punch. "She's pretty good at that."

"Her dad's a paranoid cop. Of course he's not gonna just let his little girl be a some flowery pushover, especially with what she is, and how people treat our kind." He said, still wrestling with the muzzle.

Thuggory looked at him, then around them. He spotted one of the guards lying face down on the ground, and grinned. "Come on," he told his leader.

Astrid tried again with the lighting trail idea, this time succeeding. To her enthusiasm, the lightning did faze him, making him stumble and wince with pain. His skin may have become tougher than a rhino's, but he couldn't take a lot of electric shocks like that.

Astrid zipped around him, making her lighting trial shock him over and over and over. The shocks became more and more frequent, smoke curling from the human's skin, little back marks burning their way on him. She raced up his back and the charge went up him. She kicked up from his head and landed on a summersault on the ground.

Norbert swayed. By this time, Astrid was getting tuckered out, and she didn't feel like she she could do a lot more. She rubbed her arm, remembering the sensation that had sabotaged her attack earlier.

A large blow to her side sent her flying, though. Apparently. Norbert wasn't as tired as she thought he was. Her vision blacked out for a moment as she hit the large iron fence, denting it a little. "Ow…" She winced. I really should have stayed in bed today… She thought internally.

There was a loud stomping as Norbert advanced on her. "Ya done yet?" He growled.

She shrugged, still reeling. That was one heck of a punch. And he probably wasn't even using full strength. That Vorpent venom was deadly stuff. She was pretty sure multiple ribs were broken, and her right arm didn't feel so hot. Even with accelerated healing, that wasn't going to be repaired anytime soon.

She looked up at Norbert, who was grinning madly. Great, death by looser, she deadpanned inside her head. However, before anything else could be done, the air filled with the loudest, most terrifying sound Astrid had ever heard. It was like the stock sound of a t-rex roaring, only louder and more intimidating, as if some kind of primordial monster was bellowing at the top of its lungs. Astrid squeezed her ears with her hands, trying to shut out the noise. It was echoing inside her skull. Anything else still conscious around them was also covering their ears.

A cone of solid sound waves hit Norbert from the side. The sound must have been even louder inside the cone, because the infamous Norbert the Nutjob was driven to his knees, and he screamed. The sound of it was drowned out by the sonic roar, though. In fact, everything seemed to be drowned out by it. His screaming, Astird's own thoughts, everything.

Astrid turned her head to see its source. A muzzle-less Stocik stood,mouth open, and the monstrous sound echoing out of his mouth. Astrid blinked. No wonder they put that muzzle on him!

Soon, Norbert's eyes rolled up into his head. Well, the small, relatively normal looking one did. The big, freaky one went downwards, rolling down into his head. That was gonna give her nightmares…

Finally, the sound faded, though. It took a while to clear out, but eventually silence reigned in the air. Thuggory was nearly knocked out again, leaning against the wall with his head in his hands. Daisy was on her feet, but didn't look like she would stay that way for much longer. Ug… Was completely out. He may as well have had cartoony X's for eyes.

And Stoick stood tall, completely free for the first time in eight years.

* * *

><p>Everyone looked at the ceiling as the odd noise faded. The rouge superhuman looked confused. "The heck was that?" He asked. The big guy behind him shrugged, and I looked at Cloudjumper, who shook his head as if to say 'don't look at me'.<p>

"So…" I looked back to them. "Who are you?"

"That… Is a good question," the rouge said. "You may call me the Bezerker, the Lightnign Lad, Deathbolt, oh, how about the Skri-ow!" He was cut short as the big guy smacked him upside the head, like an older brother annoyed with his antics.

"Fine," he rolled his eyes, then caught sight of Cloudjumper. Then his eyes just screamed 'oh, come on, again?!'.

"You again?" He said in disbelief. "You've been following me around for months. Seriously dude, get a life! Or…" He raised his hand, and his fingertips began to glow. "You can loose one instead!"

An arch of electricity flew from his hand, and raced towards Cloudjumper. The air controller leapt backwards, out of harm's way and skidded to a halt on the ground. He raised his hand again to fire, but I raised my own.

_Ok plasma blasts, you better work now!_ I thought, concentrating. _Think big, explody, glowy blue thoughts…_

It hurt my brain, but eventually I managed to make… The cracks between my scales glow. Great, I'm a glow stick. I threw up my hands before leaping forwards, gliding and propelling myself with a low-level sonic screech.

I rammed into the rouge superhuman with all my might, and ewe tumbled. The two of us tussled. I tried to hit him with my claws, my tail, anything I could. This guy already proved life wasn't all that high on his 'Most cherished things' list.

When the world was finally still again, I froze in shock. The rouge's mask had fallen off in our tussle. His face was round and kind of ovular, with a tattoo of a three-claw slash mark over his left eye. He had an insane grin and a thin layer of dark brown hair on his head. The boy's face was familiar…

Ten people died in the explosion. I had looked at the pictures of the people who had died. The face I now saw in front of me was one of them… And not only that, I had confronted his father not long ago.

"Dagur?!" I yelped, my eyes wide, and he raised an eyebrow. "Do I know you?" Hg asked, before I felt a full shock race up my side. I yelled, and he pushed my off violently. I fell to the ground, unable to move. It felt like I had just been tased or something, my arms and legs were numb.

He kicked me to the side. "Well, that was something else," he muttered, turning back to his big friend. "Well, my guy's are out, apparently," he looked at the fallen Squidface with disgust. "I didn't like them anyway."

He looked at Cloudjumper with obvious malice. "Come on them Fartjumper," he said, his hands lighting up. He put up fisticuffs, looking fairly ridiculous. But the surging, crackling sound of electricity in his hands was nothing to laugh at.

The big guy put his hand on Dagur's arm, getting his attention. "No," he said in a guttural voice. "Not now."

"But I'm-" His whine was cut across by his companion's, his yellow eyes narrowing into a dangerous scowl. "About to run out of energy. So," suddenly his eyes flashed icy blue, and Dagur's did the same for a moment. The rouge's posture changed dramatically. He went from a cool, confident stance to a slouched one, blinking and looking at the other guy with clouded eyes. "You will do as I command. It is time to go."

The electricity-powered superhuman nodded dumbly. He tapped a device on his wrist, and a cloud of purple smoke enveloped them. Smokejumper, I thought as soon as I saw that. The tacky teleporter had somehow gotten free and was helping them escape!

When the cloud vanished, they were gone. They were now in a room full of damaged cages and nothing else. I blinked, trying to look at where they had gone. Temporary paralysis made it hard to do that. "Well… That happened," I groaned. "Hey, Cloudjumper. A little help here?"

I was met with silence. "Um… Cloudjumper? Cloudjumper?! Hello!" The masked vigilante had vanished. _Well, so much for wanting to protect me. I could get some kind if terminal desise on this ground…_

* * *

><p>The aftermath of the breakout: while Norbert and Squidface had been contained, several other high profile prisoners including Ol' Smokey and a few other well knows superhuman criminals… And a guy called 'Toad' which I could only assume was the one that knocked me out. They refused to tell me anything about the bigger one though.<p>

I sat on a bench in human form, still shirtless, and now drenched from the rain. I really needed to find a solution to that wing problem though. I had also recovered my walking stick, since I was back to my old crippled limb in this form. I bit my lip, looking around for my dad. There was a large crowd of people, and it was hard to find anyone.

Suddenly there was a whoosh of air to my right and a quick blow to my arm that knocked me off the bench. "Ow!" I yelled, rubbing where I had been struck. I didn't even need to look at the culprit to know who it was.

"That was for getting yourself into trouble," Astrid said, hauling me back up. "They said they found you paralyzed on the ground." They did. And they also threatened me with my own accommodations here, along with Astrid, if I breathed a word about that little secret.

"Well," I said, shrugging. A hug cut off any explanations I could have given. "And that is for still being alive," she said. I smirked over her shoulder.

"That seems to be your explanation a lot recently. Are you sure you don't just like hugging me?" She smiled and shoved me away, a playful grin on her face. She looked tired and exhausted, and her posture was a little pained, but otherwise she looked ok, a fact wich let me breath a lot easier.

"Shut up, ya dork. Besides, you might want to save all the wise comments. There's someone who wants to see you." At that my smile vanished, replaced by a look of trepidation. Apprehension sparked in me.

I hadn't seen him in so long… And I hadn't even tried to contact him. And besides what if it was true. What if the Monster was a figment of my imagination and Dad really did murder Mom.

"Ummm… Where's your shirt?" Astrid asked, eyes widening in realization. Ok, that made me laugh a little.

* * *

><p>I met with him inside the visitation area. Well, we were both on the same side of the glass. They had put his muzzle back on him, and he was in handcuffed, but at least we were directly face to face. He looked at me with an unreadable expression.<p>

"So…" I said nervously, watching his eyes.

"You've grown," he said, interrupting me. I looked at him. Of all the things I was expecting, 'you've grown' was not one of them. It seemed too… Casual. To casual for the fist words a father said to his sone in eight years. Then again, my first verbal offering was 'so'. I really couldn't judge.

"First of all, I want to say that you were an idiot tonight." I gave him a dry look for that. He didn't seem very effected by it, and continued. "This place is dangerous, as you have just seen. Astrid nearly lost her life tonight. Dragging her into this, as well as putting yourself in harm's way, was completely irresponsible."

I was about to protest, but he held up his cuffed hands. "That being said, I also want you to know that it's very good to see you." With that, I found myself swallowed by an itchy red beard and beefy arms as I got the first hug from my father since before third grade.

I froze, not knowing what to do, then he released me. I stumbled backwards, blinking. "So, why did you come here in the first place," he asked, sitting on one the chairs where visitors were supposed to sit.

I shook my head. I had nearly forgotten why I was here in the first place. Why I had braved feral inmates, a cephalopod-like superhuman, Arkham Asylum, and Guard Cash.

I swallowed. This wouldn't be pleasant. I wrung my hands in front of me, licking my lips. Nervousness was coursing through me. I was tempted to bolt, but it stayed out. I would find out the truth. I wouldn't run and hide from a 'what if'. I would never get anywhere if I did.

"Well, um. Dad," I said. "I've been doing a lot of thinking lately. Remember the Monster that was in our house when... You know." He nodded, seemingly calm. But I remembered that his mouth was always what showed the most emotion. And it was currently covered by that high-tech muzzle.

"Well, they told me that it was just a figure of my imagination. That I was trying to reconcile seeing you… Kill her, and what I was becoming. All that psychologist stuff about association, repressed memories, stuff like that. And lately, I've been wondering… If you really did do it, why didn't you stop it. Astrid told me what you did. You brought down a one man army by yelling at it. You could have stopped him. You could have…"

He looked at me, his eyes narrowing. "If I had, I would have brought the house down on top of us. It's not as if I had a lot of fine tuning on it."

I nearly changed form then and though in not side which one. I just couldn't believe what I just heard. "You… Hesitated to use you power… Because you were scared of a 'what if'?" I asked in disbelief. His eyes were cast downwards.

"Yeah."

"Simple as that, huh?" I asked, trying not to sound angry. I don't know how much it worked, though.

He nodded again "And I could have killed you, you were already complaining that your mother's whistling hurt your ears. My roar could have blown your brains out. And it was dark, so there wasn't a lot of ways to discern you from the beast. I could have ended up attacking you. I hesitated because of all that."

I hesitated after that. Say what you will about anticlimax, those were some pretty valid points. "Well," I said. "As far as excuses go… That's not the worst."

He raised an eyebrow. "I'd expect you to be more angry with me. Over letting your mother die." I shook my head. "Don't get me wrong. I am. But I've had eight years to come to terms with what happened. It's honestly not that painful. I don't like bringing it up, but it's not gonna send me to tears anymore."

It was a bit of a lie. It did hurt, it hurt like hell, but not quite as bad as people would think. I wasn't consumed by hear death, but it was still a significant factor in my life. It hurt... But the pain ahad faded in the last eight years. She died when I was six, at a time I can barely remember. It scary that I can't really remember her face all too well, and this is going to sound a bit cold, but it's pretty hard to miss what you can't recall. The only resin I recall that night was because of all the trauma that happened in it.

He leaned forwards. "Look, Hiccup. I want you to know. There was nothing more important to yer mother than you. Not even me. If something had happened to you too, I wouldn't be able to live with myself.. You getting that bad leg," he gestured to the walking stick. "Was what landed me here in the first place. I freaked out at you being so… Hurt, when yet again,you didn't do a thing wrong."

I swallowed, and he placed his hands on my shoulders. "Now, I don't want to see ye around here again. This place is dangerous."

"But that means I'm leaving you in-"

"If it means your out of danger, than so be it." He nodded. "Besides, I'll get out of here one day… One way or another. I'll se ye again. I promise ya that." I let myself grin a little at that. While those May or may not be lies to comfort me, it was nice to hear them from him. Not Astrid or Quentin trying to reassure me. Straight from the mouths of the metaphorical babes.

And I think I'll leave the rest of the conversation between us. It's kinda… Personal. My business, and Dad's. Think you can respect that?

Anyway, I left feeling a lot lighter. Astrid found me standing near the water. The ocean lapped at the concrete cliff of the dock, and I was lost in my own thoughts till she bumped me with her shoulder.

"I take it that went well," she asked, and I smiled, nodding.

"Yeah. Yeah. Definitely. And un, thanks. For, you know, helping." I grinned as she threw an arm around my shoulder. "No problem," she answered. "What are friends for." We stood there in silence for a few more moments, before she asked:

"Also, I'm so tired I couldn't carry you outside the city, let alone back to the School. So, how well a get home?"

Crap.

* * *

><p>The large man from Arkham dragged the knife through his overgrown tresses. Thick, dark brown locks fell to the ground. It felt so good to finally be free, after so long in captivity. And with several worthwhile recruits… And the frog like one.<p>

Be finished cutting his hair and but into long dreadlocks over his head, and slipped on the clothes Dagur had gotten him. He felt more like himself than he had in years. He exited the washroom, going into a penthouse apartment, the large windows overlooking a large city. Dagur was in one of the chairs in civilian clothes, looking through a magazine.

When he saw the big man had entered, he put it down. "So, how does it feel to be free Drago?"

Drago Bludvist took a deep breath, then answered. "It feels… Exhilarating." His eyes flashed a venom green as he said that, before returning to their usual dark brown.

**[1] NORBERT THE NUTJOB IS BANE! It just seemed right. And also, he's not nutty until he takes the Vorpent Venom. Just so you know.**

**[2] I know the Bewilderbeasts in the movie had blue eyes. Trust me guys...**

**First off, I want to thank Mysterioushat21 for the new cover art. Anyway guys, I am back. I've been in a writing funk, but I'm back and ready to go and-**

**_Deadpool: good for you, sport._**

**What?! How the heck-**

**_Deadpool: well, since you decided to let characters from both DC and Marvel in here, I exist in this universe, and I'm taking over your outtro at gunpoint. I finally found you! Isn't that great?!_**

**Oh Dear Lord no!**

**_Deadpool: well, not much you can do about it, huh Rumbly? Well, I'm sure that Sparkling Twilight Sewer here hopes you all enjoyed this chapter of Deadpool: the movie-oh, wait, How To Be A Hero, and have a gore-tastic whatever-point-in-time-you-read-this_**

**-_Wade Wilson, AKA Deadpool._**

**_BANG! Ha ha!_**


	7. Fear The Dark

**WARNING: MINOR SPOILERS FOR JURASSIC WORLD**

"Well... I'm not sleeping tonight." I said as we exited the theater. I was using my brace, so the limp caused by my crippled leg was reduced to a minor one. Eret, Astrid, and this girl Astrid introduced me to called Rachel (AKA Ruffnut. The nickname wasn't very encouraging) Thorsten, had taken me with them on a 'double date'. Well, that's what it was supposed to bem but I felt more like it ws Astrid awkwardly sitting next to Eret, Ruff drooling at Eret, and me just sitting off to the side wondering who the heck to talk to. Luckily we had gone to see a movie, so there wasn't a whole lot of talking needed.

Astrid had basically forced me to go as Ruffnut's date, since the Thorsten girl refused to leave them alone and she didn't want to be alone with only those two for company. It was a good movie, but I had a hard time ignoring the urge to go Night Fury and attack Eret when he held Astrid's hand, or tried to kiss her. I was honestly trying to get rid of this childhood crush, but it was pretty freaking hard.

Nevertheless, I had genuinely enjoyed the film.

Ruff scoffed at my comment and Astrid playfully elbowed me in the side. "Wuss."

"Come on, did you see what happened to Zara. That was horrifying," I defended myself. It honestly had been. The poor character had gone through a full half a minute of agony on-screen before she was finally finished off, and the way it happened wasn't pretty either**[1]**.

"Whatever," Eret said, grinning. He honestly wasn't that bad a guy. The only hostility I had towards him was because he was dating Astrid, and I felt like a horrible person for that. "You were as tense as a board through the whole thing."

I rolled my eyes. "Seriously, though. You look like a dinosaur sometimes. How is this scary to you?" Astrid asked.

"Just because I can turn into a reptile doesn't mean I'd like to take a super-dino on in real life. I'd leave that to you guys." I said with my hands in my pockets. Suddenly a buzzing went off on my phone, and I took it out to see who it was.

It was a reminder. I had training with the Arrow tonight. I sighed, trying to formulate an excuse in my head. Arrow had told me not to tell anyone about our classes, and I'd agreed because I wanted it to be a surprise when I was able to control my power, but the constant lying to my friends was getting real old.

"Hey, guys, I gotta... Um," I rubbed my head, gaining time by looking like I had forgotten what I was going to say. "I think I left my wallet back in the theater. I'll see you guys tomorrow."

Astrid nodded. "Yea, sure. See ya." Eret said, waving and putting his arm around Astrid. She looked slightly uncomfortable, and started rubbing at her arm, biting her lip.

I backtracked towards the theater. Once the group was out of sight, I made my way to the Zeta Beam terminal outside the school. One Star-Trek style zap later, and I was on Lian Yu.

"Ok then," I said as I spotted the Arrow. I clapped my hands together and rubbed them. "Let's get started."

* * *

><p><strong><em><span>How To Be A Hero<span>_**

**_Chapter 6:_**

**_Fear the Dark_**

* * *

><p><em>Beep Beep Beep Beep<em>

Astrid woke to the sound of her alarm clock, as per the usual. She yawed and sat up as the machine made that annoying, infernal little sound she hated so much. Rubbing the sleep out of her eyes, she stretched, getting the stiffness out of her arms and back.

She looked at her arm and grimaced. Her skin was tingling again, and her 'issue' was getting worse.

The blond speedster frowned. The previous night had been hard for her to enjoy for a number of reasons, but the major one was the guilt of keeping a secret from her friends. She knew she should tell them, that they would be supportive. But it was too... Embarrassing, too shameful. She never even spoke about it outside the infirmary because she didn't even want to fully acknowledge it.

"Great, now I'm starting to sound all depressed." She muttered to herself as she swung her legs over the side of the bed. She took a deep breath, and suddenly the room was filled with a blur, loose objects flying everywhere and little sparks of static flying about. When the chaos subsided, Astrid stood in her day wear, adjusting her jacket and fitting her headphones around her neck. "All set," she muttered, smoothing out her pants. "Good." She gave a little nod to herself, and zipped out of the room.

She always smiled during her morning run. It was a chance to see superhumans using their powers left and right. She passed a boy spewing fire from his mouth, until a redhead girl smacked him upside the head with a chiding look in her eye there was a boy freezing the water of a fountain for his own amusement, and a guy breaking a rock in two with his bare hands for the amusement of his fellows.

She smiled as she passed. Astrid _reveled_ in living among other superhumans. She for right in here. She didn't have to monitor herself, warn herself not to do anything to fast, least she reveal what she is and get ostracized as a freak of nature.

Finally she came to a halt at the balcony of the second flow of the school, looking over the common area. Usually she met with Hiccup here for a small chat before she went off to classes and he went to do... Whatever he does most of the day.

But today he wasn't here. The auburn haired shapeshifter was nowhere in sight. Her shoes squeaked on the floor ash she came to a halt, looking left and right for her friend. "Hm. That's odd. Where is he?" She muttered to herself.

"Where's who?" Asked a voice behind her, making her jump. She turned, but instead of seeing Hiccup, she saw someone quite different. A boy of massive prabortions in everything but his legs. His arms were thick, his torso was... Wide. He had a small mane of straw colored hair in his head, but the most unusual thing about him was that, in comparison to the rest of his body, his legs were oddly short and skinny.

"Hey Fish." She greeted. Fred, or Fishlegs, Ingerman was a telepathic superhuman she had made friends with while here. He wasn't big on socializing, since he picked up on thoughts too easily and discovered thing he didn't need or want to know, but she occasionally studied with him, so they could technically be called friends.

"Oh no one. Hiccup usually meets me here for a morning talk." Astrid told him.

"And since he's not here, your worried for his safety." Fishlegs surmised. She could never tell if he was reading her thoughts, or as just a good guesser. She had her money on the latter. He was too nice a guy to actively pry into heads.

"He doesn't know _how _to be late," she confided. "It's probably nothing. But still..." She chewed her lip.

Her large friend thought for a moment. "Well, you told me his ability is to shapeshift. Usually shape-shifters are among the hardest to kill superhumans, with plus ten stamina, adaptability and durability. Even more, depending on the perimeters of their abilities." Astrid smirked at his habit of talking in stats.

"Your probably right." She said, and the telepath beamed at her confidence in him.

"But still..." She continued worriedly, immediately deflating the sense of pride in Fishlegs. Astrid shook her head. "What am I talking about, he took an explosion to the face, he can survive just about anything. I just hope he's ok."

* * *

><p>"Owwwwwwwww," I moaned, my eyes begging to crack open. My head was pounding, and I could feel I was laying on the sand of the beach. The ocean waves splashed in the background of my hearing. Above me was the night sky<strong>[2]<strong>, but it was a night without a moon, so the stars were the only light tonight. "Oh, what happened?"

The last thing I remembered was arriving on Lian Yu to train with Arrow. Then... Well, after that I remembered Jack diddly squat. I slowly pushed myself upright and checked myself for injury.

I was in my hybrid form, wearing a specially made uniform tailored to fit it without trouble**[3]**. The thing was made for stealth, with black camouflage pants, a black vest, and black mountain boots. My badge, featuring a dark blue silhouette of my dragon form with a green eye on the head, was pinned to my chest. The uniform, though it had some dirt and grime on it, wasn't damaged in any way.

I got to my feet, brushing sand off of myself. The island was quiet, except for the buzzing of insects. No sounds of Aimi misfiring or the Arrow giving us instructions. My face grew a bit irritable as it occurred to me that they may have left me behind. It was probably daytime back in the states, and I didn't want Astrid to wonder where I was.

"Jerks." I growled, flicking my tail in annoyance as I stalked forwards. I had to find the Zeta Beam Terminal so I could get back. It would be easier to locate from the air, but unfortunately I needed something high to jump off of to take off with these jointless wings. I couldn't be bothered to track down a cliff, so I decided to just leg it to the terminal.

As I began walking into the forest, I stuffed my hands in the pockets of my uniform, the claw-like thumbs hanging out as I tapped them anxiously. There was something very wrong, a tingling in the back of my head. I was edgy, I kept feeling like something was watching me.

It wasn't because I could barely see, I had night vision. But something about the way the place felt, the way it looked, it didn't sit right. The ring if mountains at the center of the island looked less like a crown and more like a misshapen hand reaching out from the ground. "This place is creepy at night." I muttered, whipping a fallen branch with my tail.

It flew into the bushes. As soon as it made contact with the foliage, though, something moved. I froze, looking at the place I had heard the sound. Hesitantly, I took a sniff of my surroundings. There was the scent of animals, but that was nothing new, it's an uninhabited island. The smell of the trees and nature clouded everything else. There was also the smell of people, but that was probably me, Aimi and Arrow.

But if that was the case, why did one of the scents smell so... Tainted?

Suddenly something moved again, shaking the leaves of a fallen tree. I whirled to face the spot, and began growling. I crouched, ready for an attack of some kind. The leaves kept shaking, and a new smell filled my nostrils.

The smell of a wolf. The dirty fur, the dried blood from its prey, the horrendous dog breath. But that wasn't the scary part. There was another smell clinging to that one. I couldn't identify it, but it made me think of screaming, peoples' terrified faces, how it felt to be trapped.

I began edging backwards from the sound, growling, right up until a pitch black canine launched itself out of the bushes at me.

* * *

><p>Drago sighed as he sat down. The escaped criminal was in a large penthouse, the large window behind him overlooking a large city. The glass was one-way, so no one could see inside.<p>

The room itself was lavish, decorated in rich tan, yellow and red colors, the furniture giving it the feel of Persian royalty. Drago wore a well made suit, but it was an odd one. The shoulders, and part of the chest were made out of scales instead of fabric. Black, square scales, like a reptile's. His mass of dreadlocks hung over his body, adding to his intimidating appearance.

Behind him was a glass case containing an assortment of weapons, predominantly bullhooks. One in particular looked like it had been made in the time of the Vikings.

Drago laced his fingers together, his eyes showing off that he was in deep thought. For a brief moment, they began to flash a multitude of colors; red, black, blue, white, green, purple, orange, until they finally settled back to their normal color.

He grinned in satisfaction at something, and laid his head back, closing his eyes for a good rest.

"Sir," a voice said behind him. The large man's eyes snapped bald open. He turned to see Dagur, dressed in casual civilian clothing, standing behind him. The lightning using superhuman had makeup on to hide his distinctive tattoo, and a hood pulled up over his head that shadowed his face. "He found the island. Liz An You, or something, right?"

"Lian Yu," Drago corrected, sounding a little annoyed, but otherwise serene. "It's a very ancient island. Strange things go on around that place."

"Like the Bermuda Triangle?" Dagur questioned. "Or that other weird island you found?"

"Yes," Drago nodded. "Very much like that. What did he say?"

"No one was there besides Hiccup. He disguised himself as the teacher and ambushed him. The test is under way right now. Wanna watch?" He handed Drago an iPad. On the screen was Hiccup, wandering through the woods.

"Let's see what you can do, Haddock," Drago said as Dagur leaned form behind him to watch, producing a bucket of popcorn from who knows where.

* * *

><p>I yelled in pain and surprise as the black wolf hit me. It was twice the size of a normal member of its species, if not three times. It's teeth were longer, ears sharper, and it gave off that tainted smell I picked up a minuet ago like it was a Glade Scent Dispenser.<p>

It tackled me to the ground, and I winced as my back it the harsh and uneven surface beneath me. Reacting quickly, my hands flew up to grab the creatures' head and neck, barely in time to stop it's bite from connecting with my face.

Quickly I threw it off. The thing hit a tree, falling to the ground painfully. That didn't seem to faze it though, as it got right back up.

All around me more and more wolves began emerging from hiding. They were all big and black. That wasn't right.

First of all, healthy wolves don't randomly attack people. They only do so if their starving. Just by looking at the lack, I could tell there was nothing wrong with their Heath besides being freaks of nature. Second, I had seen the wolves that inhabited Lian Yu. They were normal timber wolves, not these monsters.

Soon, eight of the beasts were surrounding me, snapping at me threateningly, growling and barking. Their eyes were full of bloodlust, and I found myself backing up little. I shook my head. Arrow had told me if I wanted the wolves to the back off, I needed to show them I wasn't afraid.

Quickly, I splayed my wigs to make myself look larger and roared at them, calling on a little of my full-on dragon form to help. It came off as a full-blown monstrous bellow. The wolves flinched, backing down a little as I closed my mouth and swallowed. The roar made my throat a bit sore.

"Well, look who's brave." I whipped around at the sound of the voice.

Behind me, between two wolves, was the creepiest guy I had ever seen in my life. He was tall and thin, wearing dark grey clothes. His skin was bluish gray, and he reeked of the tainted scent. His face was sharp and angular, his chin nearly resembling a dagger. He had raven hair that stood up while slicked back, anime-style. He held himself like he thought he was above me, like he was some dark god.

I opened my mouth to speak, but he held up one bony hand and smirked. "I know what your going to say," he said with a slightly noticeable english accent. He smirked self-importantly. "Pitch Black, notorious superhuman, the man who drives people mad and all that." He finished with a wide evil grin.

However, I just tilted my head. "Who?"

His eyes popped wide open. "What did you say?!" He snapped at me, loosing his 'aloof villain' pose. The evil grin vanished, replaced with a look of disbelief.

"Who are you?" I asked again. "I mean, I have never heard of anyone called Pitch Black. A little cliché, don't you think?" I'm not wrong there, right. He could fit right in some medieval tale with a name like that.

"You've never heard of me?" He asked, getting a bit angry.

"Nope. And to be honest, I think your trying a bit too hard to come off as evil. I mean, the name, the dark clothes, the skin, the accent. What, are you going for a Lord of the Rings version of Darth Vader or something?"

Pitch looked at me in disbelief and anger. "N-no! I am not!" He yelled indignantly. "I am Pitch Black, a superhuman with the power to make fears come to life! I sent an entire city into madness!"

"Seriously? Make fears come to life?" I raised an eyebrow. In truth, I was a little scared, but I had this reflex to be a smartass when I was scared, so... Well, this happened. "Could you get any more cliché?"

"Oh, shut up, what are you supposed to be? Batman?" He looked me up and down. I scowled.

"Hey, I don't have a lot of good memories of Gotham, don't bring him up," I snarled. "And no, it's just... I turn into a black flying reptile, it fits my power!"

"And everything I make is black. So a dark ensemble fits my powers." He smirked like a child that just won an argument. I raised an eyebrow at him, snorting. Even the wolves were looking like they couldn't really believe this was happening. "Are we seriously having a conversation like this?"

He seemed to realize what I meant. "Anyway," he said, continuing as if our bickering hadn't happened. "I'm here to test you."

"Can I have a pencil and some time to study first?" I quipped sarcastically. What? It's a reflex. I can't help it, even if I wanted to. If looks could kill, Pitch would have sent me to my doom right then and there.

"Your very annoying, you know that?" Pitch deadpanned. I just nodded in a 'fair enough' fashion, growling at one of the wolves that advanced. "So what's with the wolves?" I asked.

The a bigger one stalked out from behind pitch. This one was a bit different from the others. It had a red streak in its fur stretching down its back and the right half of his tail. His eyes were bright green, which was unusual.

"These beauties?" Pitch petted the one beside him. "They used to be part of the local fauna, until I got here. I can twist living beings into my creatures of fear too. This one was the alpha of the pack."

He grinned. "I hear your still learning about your powers. You can't even control your other form so well." That gave me pause. How did tall, dark and pasty know about that? There was no way he should have been able to know that!

"Well, I must do what I came here for." He said, standing straight. He flicked his wrist, and the wolves charged, the green-eyed canine closing in the fastest.

* * *

><p>When Astrid sighed as she went into the infirmary, she found something she was not expecting.<p>

Herself. Astrid found an exact likeness of herself, wearing her running gear, looking in the mirror. When the copy saw Astrid entering, she started in surprise. "Oh, sorry!" In the next second, a motion like a rippling wave went across her doppelgänger's skin.

When the motion finished, it was no longer a copy of Astrid standing there. It was Heather, wearing her usual clothes. To explain, Heather was a shape-shifter, like Hiccup, only she could assume the appearance of others instead of becoming another creature. "I was just going through my list again."

Heather's 'list' was her mental file of people she could transform into. She had told Astrid she has to go through it from time to time as an exercise, so that there was no trouble assuming those appearances when she might need them in a snap.

The speedster nodded understandingly.

"So, did you figure out what's causing my... You know." Astrid said uncomfortably.

"Yeah." The raven-haired skin changer nodded. "As you probably learned, superhuman cells are constantly adapting. Making it so that changes in our abilities don't harm us."

Astrid nodded. She had learned that in biology a few months ago. "So?"

"So, I assume that if you go to fast, it harms your body?" Another nod. "Well have you ever heard of this from another superhuman speedster? Barry Allen? Wally West? Pietro Maximoff?"

"... No," Astrid said hesitantly, not sure where this was going.

"That's because their powers evolved differently than yours. They got faster gradually, giving their bodies time to catch up with the greater strain they give themselves. You, on the other hand, pushed your powers too hard, too fast. What's happening to you is simply the way your cells are dealing with the intense strain your making yourself go through. It's making you more durable, inside and out, able to take the damaging forces your putting on yourself. Barry Allen didn't reach your level of top speed till he was twenty seven. Your sixteen, Astrid."

She rubbed her arm. "How much longer until it's done?"

Heather sighed hesitantly. She had an understanding of what this would mean when it's done. She wouldn't just look different, she wouldn't be able to hide anymore. She wouldn't be able to pretend she wasn't one of the 'unnatural freaks' as some called them. She would be subject to discrimination and hate. It didn't exactly help that her hometown was littered with superhuman-hating bigots.

"From what I can tell," she reached out and touched Astrid's neck. There was a patch of skin there that was no longer skin. It had become rough and scaly, and bright blue.

"Not much longer."

* * *

><p>As the wolves lunged, I lashed my tail, catching the one behind me in the side. It flew into one of its fellows, falling to the ground. The one with the red stripe barked and bit at me, but I grabbed it by the back of its fur. The beast's white earth snapped in front of my eyes, just short of taking off a chunk of my face.<p>

As I did that, another member of the pack jumped on me and bit my shoulder. Two sunk their teeth into my tail, and they stayed their. From the strength of the jaws, I would have sworn they were snakes and not wolves.

I snarled, gritting my teeth in pain as I struggled to hold the alpha back. The wolves began converging on me, but I snarled again, and plasma surged into my forearms, lighting the area around us blue. After throwing the Alpha, I swung my left arm out to make contact with an approaching wolf.

The he blow made contact with a concussive sound. I had used the plasma to enhance my blow. The canine flew backwards into a tree, smoking. I lifted up my tail, the massive wolves hanging off of it. I began slamming them into the ground repeatedly.

Soon enough, they let go, and I got on all fours, the ground simmering beneath my plasma-enhanced forearms. The Alpha tackled me from the side, sending me down the hill. I tumbled, trying to regain my footing. I could see the wolves darting around me, setting up a trap for when I stopped.

'Clever boys,' I smirked. 'But not clever enough though. I've been doing some training with the plasma since Arkham. Time so show off all my hard work.'

When I stopped, the wolves had surrounded me. Quickly, my arms began to glow brighter with plasma, and I slammed them into the ground. An explosion rocketed out of my arms, sending them flying with burned and singed fur. Some hit trees, others landed on the ground and got up unharmed. The Alpha though, he only got up with minor damage.

'What the heck?' I thought. 'But that was... That was plasma! It should have done more damage than that!' I panted, ignoring the pain in my tail and shoulder. I snarled, charging and grabbing a wolf by the scruff of its neck. I hurled it at its fellows, and roared at the one approaching, making it flinch.

They began ganging up on me once again, taking me two at a time, making me distracted so the others had clear shots. "Give it up," I looked to see Pitch standing on a ledge above me. "Wolves are some of the best pack hunters alive. How do you expect to beat this pack?"

I growled, punching a wolf away. He went flying back, but got back up mostly unharmed. Again, that confused me. The plasma may not make direct contact, but they made the force of my blows stronger and slightly explosive. "How are these things still standing?" I growled, ducking as another lunged. It latched onto my back and began snapping at me.

Pitch laughed. "You can't destroy fear!"

'This guy is way too into his shtick,' I thought to myself, before another wolf slam mined into my side and started biting me. If it wasn't for the armored scales on my body under the uniform, he would have been mauling me. Three wolves had my tail, and an additional three were circling me. The Alpha growled, padding to look at me head on.

I snarled, until I felt something start to happen. The base if my wings started to tingle. The end of my tail felt like it was expanding. My scales began to get thicker and began to spread.

I was transforming into my monster form.

Panic seized me. I remembered the terror on Aimi's face. The way Arrow had nearly shot me, put me down. How terrifying it was not to be in control. I began focusing, trying to push it down as the beast started to tear into me.

"Come on, Hiccup!" Pitch yelled. I growled in annoyance, flinging a wolf away from me. Did this freak ever shut up?! "I expected better when I was sent here. Dagur said you would out up more of a fight than you did in that academy!"

My eyes snapped open. "What?" I questioned. What did he mean about the Guardian Academy?!

"Oh?" He questioned. "You don't know?" The man seemed it be enjoying this. "You don't remember that it was your fault? That it was you who blew the damn thing up?!" I started a little. I remembered shooting a plasma blast when the Acedemy went up in flames but if I had done it to detonate the place... Then I had killed those people!

I winced in pain as the transformation continued. Triangular spines sprouted from my back. My feet became more paw like, my head started changing. My ears were twitching, taking the growls and barks of the wolves more intensely.

"Y-you..." I gritted my teeth as I tried to keep the transformation down. "M-monster...?"

"Me?" He laughed as a wolf sunk his teeth into my tail. They started dragging me down to the ground, the Alpha snarling menacingly. Pitch watched with a sick grin, and I snarled as they began to pile onto my back. "Far from it. But I can tell you where he is. He's in that pathetic little school your living at. He's near your friends, that little blond speedster you live with. Does _that _make you afraid, you beast?! Knowing that dangerous predator is near the people you hold dear?!"

To be honest... It did. Thinking of Astrid under the jaws of the Monster, the entire school turned into his hunting ground. I saw Astrid the same way my mother was when I last saw her. Cold, empty, dead, and stained red, with the Monster's stink clinging to her.

And I was afraid. A fried of what I had just seen, afraid that Pithc was telling the truth, and that I did blow up the Academy. And once I had mentally admitted that to myself, all my fears came to light.

Po was afraid of loosing Astrid, of letting my Dad rot in Arkham forever, of never mastering my powers, of what people could do to me if they ever found out that I was an Superhuman, a fact that had gotten me banned out if my cousins' home.

I felt like giving up. This was Pitch's power. Not creating nightmarish monsters or looking creepy. He could make people succumb to their fears, their darkest thoughts about themselves.

The Alpha came closer, his teeth gleaming in front of my eyes. It was over. I should just give up. It was hopeless.

I had told Astrid many times. That it was hopeless, that I couldn't save Dad from jail or bring myself to control my powers...

But then she had always punched me for being an idiot. She had always told me that yeah, I might fail. But I couldn't be afraid, or else I'd never get anything done. I'd be fulfilling my own words if I let myself just cower in fear and not do anything.

I growled, thinking about that. She was right. So to hell with the fact I would go berserk in Monster form. It wasn't like there was anything or anyone around here that I actually liked. "The only thing I'm afraid of..." I muttered as the Alpha got closer. "Is that someone's going to find that Monster before I am."

With that, I let the transformation overtake me.

It was a rush this time. I'd never transformed out of self-defense or anger before. But this time, I could feel the changes in my body, the way every thing got so much smaller from my point of view, how there were suddenly so many new parts of my body that it was almost overwhelming.

With a roar, I spun, my tail slamming into the Alpha's face as he was about to lunge. The canine flew to the side, and I heard something cracking. I sniffed, then glanced down at the ground to see a broken fang lying in the dirt.

I snarled at the other wolves, who had started to back up. My scales began to glow, and I could feel my control slipping away as the trees were bathed in a neon blue light. After a moment of hesitation, I roared.

It was the loudest bellow I'd ever made. I was pretty sure the thing echoed through the island. My teeth shot out, even extending an extra inch. I flared my winds and slammed my claws into the ground, scattering dirt and rock everywhere.

They got the message, and decided to bail. I had lost control by now, but I could still see what was happening. I turned and saw Pitch staring at me with wide eyes. "I'm-impossible." He muttered.

I launched myself into the air. Even though I still couldn't fly yet,these legs met me launch so him into the air, it was a since to grab him by the cloak with my mouth and tug him down into the are I had fought his minions.

He began scrambling backwards, whimpering pathetically. _**"What's wrong Black,"**_ I snarled, even though there was no way he could understand me.**_ "Are you scared?!" _**

He tried to get up, but I slammed him with my head. The darkly-clad man landed on his but, and I growled, a plasma blast rising in my throat. **_"I will find out who the Monster is, even if I have to rip you apart, piece by peace to get you to tell-"_**

Before I could finish my threat (even though he thought I was just making menacing sounds at him) he suddenly dissolved into black sand, the wind whisking him away. I lunged and snapped at the place where he had been.

That continued for a few minuets, until whatever feral force was in control of me decided to calm down. **_"Dammit!"_** I snarled, stomping a paw. I looked at the Alpha, who had blood dripping from where I had knocked his fang out. He growled at me for a moment, before retreating off into the woods.

Suddenly I began to feel very woozy. I remembered that I had taken a lot of damage from this, and lost a lot of blood. I stumbled forwards, making a pained rumbling sound. My vision became double, and I found it hard to balance. I felt so... Lightheaded.

As I slammed into the ground, I didn't notice my self turning back into hybrid form, and the badge on my vest beeping rapidly, the dragon's green eye glowing like a tiny flashlight.

* * *

><p>"Well..." Aimi said as I sat on a rock, flicking my tail. "At least their not infected."<p>

When I had passed out, the badge had sent a signal for Arrow to come and find me. The superhuman archer had patched me up and made sure my life wasn't in any danger. I know I was getting off easy, with all the wolf bites, but I had survived an explosion, and eight years in the same house with Astrid. This was nothing.

I was currently wearing more bandages than a mummy, though, and I felt like I had run a marathon each day for a month. The energy user across from me was trying it get me to look at the bright side, but she wasn't much help.

"You got a bunch of cool scars out of it," she offered hopefully. I just grunted I annoyance, my ears lowering. "Yeah. And think about all the wonderful torture it took to get those scars. Pain, _love_ it."

She tried not to giggle at that, but I wasn't paying much attention. Had I destroyed the Academy? Had I killed those people, driven Dagur and Oswald and who knows how many others into insanity, made people suffer.

I didn't know if he could live with the knowledge that I did that.

I shook my head and got up. Pitch was trying to get into my head. He was in league with Dagur, and Dagur was a murderer. A liar. Pitch was probably no better.

But even with this resolute argument conjured up, a bit of doubt still gnawed at my insides. I tried to push it down, out of my mind, but only partially succeeding. "Anyway, guys. I gotta get home." I said, slipping into human form. I donned a civilian shirt, not minding much about the black camo pants.

I winced from the pain, but made my way over to the Zeta Beam terminal, disappearing into the bright yellow light. Once he was on the other side, he began to sneak back to his rook. The sun was setting here in America, and Astrid was probably worried sick about me.

I sighed, climbing up to the window where my room was. When I got there, I was surprised to find the light on.

And Astrid's angry face looking at me from the chair in the corner.

* * *

><p><strong>[1] I DON'T WANT TO SEE ANYONE COMMENTING ABOUT THE MOIVE. The reviews are for this story, and let's keep it that way. Personally, I loved Jurassic World, but I'm note interested in what you guy's think of this than that movie. <strong>

**[2]As far as I know, China's time zone is opposite of ours. Correct me if I'm wrong. **

**[3]Its the uniform from the story cover. **

**[4]Her transformation is like Mystique's from X-Men. **

**Anyway guys, that's it for now. See you all later. **

**Have a fantastic whatever-point-in-time-you-read-this. **

**-RNC**


End file.
